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Every body is a book of blood;

Wherever We're opened, We're red.



DREAD

THERE IS NO delight the equal of dread. If it wexessible to sit,
invisible, between two people on any train, in am@ting room or
office, the conversation overheard would time agalicircle on that
subject. Certainly the debate might appear to loeitadomething
entirely different; the state of the nation, idleatabout death on the
roads, the rising price of dental care; but strijyathe metaphor, the
innuendo, and there, nestling at the heart of ibeodrse, is dread.
While the nature of God, and the possibility ofre& life go
undiscussed

, we happily chew over the minutiae of misery. Sgpdrome
recognizes no boundaries; in bath-house and semrooar alike, the
same ritual is repeated. With the inevitabilityagfongue returning to
probe a painful tooth, we come back and back acl &gain to our
fears, sitting to talk them over with the eagerress hungry man
before a full and steaming plate.

While he was still at university, and afraid to akeStephen Grace
was taught to speak of why he was afraid. In fattsrmply to talk
about it, but to analyze and dissect his everyeending, looking for
tiny terrors.

In this investigation, he had a teacher:
Quaid

It was an age of gurus; it was their season. laarsities up and down
England young men and women were looking east aasd for people
to follow like lambs; Steve Grace was just one ahm It was his bad
luck that

Quaid

was the Messiah he found.



They'd met in the Student Common Room.

“The name’s
Quaid
" said the man at Steve’s elbow at the bar.

“Oh.”

“You're —?”

“Steve Grace.”

“Yes. You're in the Ethics class, right?”

“Right.”

“I don’t see you in any of the other Philosophy s®ars or lectures.”

“It's my extra subject for the year. I'm on the Hisg Literature
course. | just couldn’t bear the idea of a yeahanOld Norse classes.”

“So you plumped for Ethics.”

“Yes.”

Quaid

ordered a double brandy. He didn’t look that wéi] and a double
brandy would have just about crippled Steve’s foemfor the next
week. Quaid downed it quickly, and ordered another.

“What are you having?”

Steve was nursing half a pint of luke-warm lagetedmined to make
it last an hour.



“Nothing for me.”

“Yes you will.”

“I'm fine.”

“Another brandy and a pint of lager for my friend.”

Steve didn't resist Quaid’s generosity. A pint anldalf of lager in his
unfed system would help no end in dulling the tedf his oncoming
seminars on ‘Charles Dickens as a Social Analigt’yawned just to
think of it.

“Somebody ought to write a thesis on drinking @®@al activity.”

Quaid studied his brandy a moment, then downed it.

“Or as oblivion,” he said.

Steve looked at the man. Perhaps five years dhder $teve’s twenty.
The mixture of clothes he wore was confusing. Tatteunning shoes,
cords, a grey-white shirt that had seen better.days over it a very
expensive black leather jacket that hung badlyisratl, thin frame.
The face was long and unremarkable; the eyes nbilkg; and so pale
that the colour seemed to seep into the whitesirlggust the pin-
pricks of his irises visible behind his heavy gésss

Lips full, like a Jagger, but pale, dry and un-shsHair, a dirty
blond.

Quaid, Steve decided, could have passed for a Rldph-pusher.

He wore no badges. They were the common currenaystident’s
obsessions, and Quaid looked naked without songetbimmply how
he took his pleasures. Was he a gay, feminist-ge~vhale
campaigner; or a fascist vegetarian? What wastbefor God’s sake?

“You should have been doing Old Norse,” said Quaid.



“Why?”

“They don’t even bother to mark the papers on toatse,” said
Quaid.

Steve hadn’t heard about this. Quaid droned on.

“They just throw them all up into the air. Face ap,A. Face down, a
B.”

Oh, it was a joke. Quaid was being witty. Steverafi-ted a laugh, but
Quaid’s face remained unmoved by his own attemptatour.

“You should be in Old Norse,” he said again. “Wheeds Bishop
Berkeley anyhow. Or Plato. Or —”

“‘or?”

“It's all shit.”

“YeS_”

“I've watched you, in the Philosophy Class —~

Steve began to wonder about Quaid.

“— You never take notes do you?”

“NO_”

“I thought you were either sublimely confident,yau simply couldn’t
care less.”

“Neither. I'm just completely lost.”



Quaid grunted, and pulled out a pack of cheap ettzs. Again, that
was not the done thing. You either smoked GaulpiSamel or
nothing at all.

“It's not true philosophy they teach you here,’ds@uaid, with
unmistakable contempt.

“Oh?”

“We get spoon-fed a bit of Plato, or a bit of Bearth—no real
analysis. It's got all the right markings of courlidooks like the
beast: it even smells a bit like the beast to thaitiated.”

“What beast?”

“Philosophy. True Philosophy. It's a beast, Stepligom’t you think?”

“l hadn't -”

“It's wild. It bites.”

He grinned, suddenly vulpine. “Yes. It bites,” leplied. Oh, that
pleased him. Again, for luck: “Bites.”

Stephen nodded. The metaphor was beyond him.rk tie should
feel mauled by our subject.” Quaid was warmingi®whole subject
of mutilation by education. “We should be frightdrte juggle the
ideas we should talk about.”

“Why?”

“Because if we were philosophers we wouldn’t behexging
academic pleasantries. We wouldn’t be talking semmsirusing
linguistic trickery to cover the real concerns.”

“What would we be doing?”



Steve was beginning to feel like Quaid’s straiglainmexcept that
Quaid wasn't in a joking mood. His face was ses:ginprick irises
had closed down to tiny dots

We should be walking close to the beast, Stevef gon think?
Reaching out to stroke it, pet it, milk it—"

“What . . . er...whatis the beast?”

Quaid was clearly a little exasperated by the piatgam of the
enquiry.

“It's the subject of any worthwhile philosophy, ken. It's the things
we fear, because we don’'t understand them. It'slélnk behind the
door.”

Steve thought of a door. Thought of the dark. Hgabbeto see what
Quaid was driving at in his labyrinthine fashiohilBsophy was a way
to talk about fear.

“We should discuss what'’s intimate to our psycheajtl Quaid. “If
we don'’t.. . we risk...”

Quaid’s loquaciousness deserted him suddenly.

“What?”

Quaid was staring at his empty brandy glass, segtoiwill it to be
full again.

“Want another?” said Steve, praying that the answarld be no.



“What do we risk?” Quaid repeated the question. IMWehink if we
don’t go out and find the beast —"

Steve could see the punchline coming.

“- sooner or later the beast will come and find us.

There is no delight the equal of dread. As long’'asomeone else’s.

Casually, in the following week or two, Steve madene enquiries
about the curious Mr Quaid.

Nobody knew his first name.

Nobody was certain of his age; but one of the saxdes thought he
was over thirty, which came as a surprise.

His parents, Cheryl had heard him say, were dedle@diKthey
thought.

That appeared to be the sum of human knowledgeenDeaid was
concerned.

“I owe you a drink,” said Steve, touching Quaidtba shoulder.

He looked as though he’d been bitten.

“Brandy?”

“Thank you.” Steve ordered the drinks. “Did | skargou?”



“l was thinking.”

“No philosopher should be without one.”

“One what?”

“Brain.”

They fell to talking. Steve didn’t know why he’d@mpached Quaid
again. The man was ten years his senior and iffexeht intellectual
league. He probably intimidated Steve, if he walsadonest about it.
Quaid’s relentless talk of beasts confused him.héetvanted more of
the same: more metaphors: more of that humourlass telling him
how useless the tutors were, how weak the students.

In Quaid’s world there were no certainties. He hadsecular gurus
and certainly no religion. He seemed incapable@fiing any system,
whether it was political or philosophical, withazynicism.

Though he seldom laughed out loud, Steve knew thiasea bitter
humour in his vision of the world. People were lanalnd sheep, all
looking for shepherds. Of course these shepherds freions, in
Quaid’s opinion. All that existed, in the darknessside the sheep-
fold were the fears that fixed on the innocent oruttvaiting, patient
as stone, for their moment.

Everything was to be doubted, but the fact thaadexisted.

Quaid’s intellectual arrogance was exhilaratingvétsoon came to
love the iconoclastic ease with which he demoligheltef after belief.
Sometimes it was painful when Quaid formulated sewtaght
argument against one of Steve’s dogma. But affewaveeks, even
the sound of the demolition seemed to excite. Quaisl clearing the
undergrowth, felling the trees, razing the stubBkeve felt free.

Nation, family, Church, law. All ash. All uselegsl cheats, and
chains and suffocation.



There was only dread.

“| fear, you fear, we fear,” Quaid was fond of sayi“He, she or it
fears. There’s no conscious thing on the face eftbrld that doesn’t
know dread more intimately than its own heartbeat.”

One of Quaid’s favourite baiting-victims was anatRéilosophy and
Eng. Lit. student, Cheryl Fromm. She would ris&i®more
outrageous remarks like fish to rain, and whiletthe of them took
knives to each other’s arguments Steve would si bad watch the
spectacle. Cheryl was, in Quaid’s phrase, a patficdboptimist.

“And you're full of shit,” she’d say when the debdtad warmed up a
little. “So who cares if you're afraid of your ovemadow? I'm not. |
feel fine.”

She certainly looked it. Cheryl Fromm was wet dremaaterial, but too
bright for anyone to try making a move on her.

“We all taste dread once in a while,” Quaid wowgly to her, and his
milky eyes would study her face intently, watchfogher reaction,
trying, Steve knew, to find a flaw in her convigtio

“l don’t.”

“No fears? No nightmares?”

“No way. I've got a good family; don’'t have any gens in my
closet. | don’t even eat meat, so | don'’t feel tdudn | drive past a
slaughterhouse. | don’t have any shit to put omsHaoes that mean
I’'m not real?”

“It means,” Quaid’s eyes were snake-slits, “it megaur confidence
has something big to cover.”

“Back to nightmares.”

“Big nightmares.”



“Be specific: define your terms.”

“I can’t tell you what you fear.”

“Tell me what you fear then.”

Quaid hesitated. “Finally,” he said, “It's beyonadadysis.”

“Beyond analysis, my ass!”

That brought an involuntary smile to Steve’s ligseryl's ass was
indeed beyond analysis. The only response waseel kiown and
worship.

Quaid was back on his soap-box.

“What | fear is personal to me. It makes no senselarger context.
The signs of my dread, the images my brain usgsuflike, to
illustrate my fear, those signs are mild stuff loynparison with the
real honor that”s at the root of my personality.”

“I've got images,” said Steve. “Pictures from chitsbd that make me
think of —” He stopped, regretting this confessicaeeady.

“What?” said Cheryl. “You mean things to do withdbexperiences?
Falling off your bike, or something like that?”

“Perhaps,” Steve said. “I find myself, sometimésnk-ing of those
pictures. Not deliberately, just when my concemrgs idling. It's
almost as though my mind went to them automatically

Quaid gave a little grunt of satisfaction. “Prebysehe said.

“Freud writes on that,” said Cheryl.



“What?”

“Freud,” Cheryl repeated, this time making a perfiance of it, as
though she were speaking to a child. “Sigmund Frgad may have
heard of him.”

Quaid’s lip curled with unrestrained contempt. “Met fixations don’t
answer the problem. The real terrors in me, iflls, are pre-
personality. Dread’s there before we have any naticourselves as
individuals. The thumb-nail, curled up on itselftire womb, feels
fear.”

“You remember do you?” said Cheryl.

“Maybe,” Quaid replied, deadly serious.

“The womb?”

Quaid gave a sort of half-smile. Steve thoughtstinde said: “I have
knowledge you don't.”

It was a weird, unpleasant smile; one Steve watat@zhsh off his
eyes.

“You're a liar,” said Cheryl, getting up from hezat, and looking
down her nose at Quaid.

“Perhaps | am,” he said, suddenly the perfect gemdh.

After that the debates stopped.

No more talking about nightmares, no more debdtieghings that go
bump in the night. Steve saw Quaid irregularlytfeg next month, and
when he did Quaid was invariably in the companZbéryl Fromm.
Quaid was polite with her, even deferential. Hdarger wore his
leather jacket, because she hated the smell ofal@athl matter. This
sudden change in their relationship confoundedHgiepbut he put it
down to his primitive understanding of sexual nrattéle wasn't a



virgin, but women were still a mystery to him: c@dictory and
puzzling.

He was also jealous, though he wouldn’t entireljnadhat to himself.
He resented the fact that the wet dream geniudakasy up so much
of Quaid’s time.

There was another feeling; a curious sense hel@diuaid was
courting Cheryl for his own strange reasons. Sex ned Quaid’s
motive, he felt sure. Nor was it respect for Cheriitelligence that
made him so attentive. No, he was cornering herebom; that was
Steve’s instinct. Cheryl Fromm was being roundedangphe Kill.

Then, after a month, Quaid let a remark about GlaEpp in
conversation.

“She’s a vegetarian,” he said.

“Cheryl?”

“Of course, Cheryl.”

“I know. She mentioned it before.”

“Yes, but it isn’'t a fad with her. She’s passionab®ut it. Can’t even
bear to look in a butcher’s window. She won't toumebat, smell meat

“Oh.” Steve was stumped. Where was this leading?

“Dread, Steve.”

“Of meat?”

“The signs are different from person to person. féhes meat. She
says she’s so healthy, so balanced. Shit! I"ll firtl



“Find what?”

“The fear, Steve.”

“You're not going to . . .?” Steve didn’t know hdw voice his anxiety
without sounding accusatory.

“Harm her?” said Quaid. “No, I'm not going to hahmar in any way.
Any damage done to her will be strictly self-infeéd.”

Quaid was staring at him almost hypnotically. “&lsout time we
learnt to trust one another,” Quaid went on. Hedekcloser.
“Between the two of us —”

“Listen, | don’t think | want to hear.”

“We have to touch the beast, Stephen.”

“Damn the beast! | don’t want to hear!”

Steve got up, as much to break the oppression aid@ustare as to
finish the conversation.

“We're friends, Stephen.”

“Yes...”

“Then respect that.”

“What?”

“Silence. Not a word.”

Steve nodded. That wasn't a difficult promise tefkeThere was
nobody he could tell his anxieties to without belagghed at.



Quaid looked satisfied. He hurried away, leavingv8tfeeling as
though he had unwillingly joined some secret sgcitlr what purpose
he couldn’t begin to tell. Quaid had made a path Wwim and it was
unnerving.

For the next week he cut all his lectures and rabkts seminars.
Notes went uncopied, books unread, essays unwri@erthe two
occasions he actually went into the universitydiag he crept around
like a cautious mouse, praying he wouldn’t colidéh Quaid.

He needn’t have feared. The one occasion he di@sa&l’'s stooping
shoulders across the quadrangle he was involvadgmiling exchange
with Cheryl Fromm. She laughed, musically, her plea echoing off
the walls of the History Department. The jealouad teft Steve
altogether. He wouldn’t have been paid to be so treQuaid, so
intimate with him.

The time he spent alone, away from the bustleattifes and overfull
corridors, gave Steve’s mind time to idle. His thlots returned, like
tongue to tooth, like fingernail to scab, to hiare

And so to his childhood.

At the age of six, Steve had been struck by ald&.injuries were not
particularly bad, but a concussion left him palyideaf. It was a
profoundly distressing experience for him; not ustending why he
was suddenly cut off from the world. It was an ipkcable torment,
and the child assumed it was eternal.

One moment his life had been real, full of shoud laughter. The
next he was cut off from it, and the external wdrétame an
aquarium, full of gaping fish with grotesque smiléorse still, there
were times when he suffered what the doctors céleitus, a roaring
or ringing sound in the ears. His head would fithathe most
outlandish noises, whoops and whistlings, thatgddike sound-
effects to the flailings of the outside world. Abse times his stomach
would churn, and a band of iron would be wrappediad his
forehead, crushing his thoughts into fragmentsatisting head from
hand, intention from practice. He would be swepayaw a tide of
panic, completely unable to make sense of the wehlite his head
sang and rattled.



But at night came the worst terrors. He would wakenetimes, in
what had been (before the accident) the reasswamgp of his
bedroom, to find the ringing had begun in his sleep

His eyes would jerk open. His body would be wethvgitveat. His
mind would be filled with the most raucous din, efhhe was locked
in with, beyond hope of reprieve. Nothing coulasie his head, and
nothing, it seemed, could bring the world, the &peg laughing,
crying world back to him.

He was alone.

That was the beginning, middle and end of the dridadvas
absolutely alone with his cacophony. Locked in tlosise, in this
room, in this body, in this head, a prisoner offdebnd flesh.

It was almost unbearable. In the night the boy w@admetimes cry
out, not knowing he was making any sound, anditewwho had been
his parents would turn on the light and come taatrgl help him,
bending over his bed making faces, their soundtessths forming
ugly shapes in their attempts to help. Their togakieuld calm him at
last; with time his mother learned the trick of §vng away the panic
that swept over him.

A week before his seventh birthday his hearingrnetd, not perfectly,
but well enough for it to seem like a miracle. Werld snapped back
into focus; and life began afresh.

It took several months for the boy to trust hissssnagain. He would
still wake in the night, half-anticipating the headises.

But though his ears would ring at the slightestmaoé of sound,
preventing Steve from going to rock concerts with test of the
students, he now scarcely ever noticed his slighfriess.

He remembered, of course. Very well. He could bhagk the taste of
his panic; the feel of the iron band around hisdhéand there was a
residue of fear there; of the dark, of being alone.

But then, wasn’t everyone afraid to be alone? Tatberly alone.



Steve had another fear now, far more difficult ito gown.

Quaid.

In a drunken revelation session he had told Quaddiahis childhood,
about the deafness, about the night terrors.

Quaid knew about his weakness: the clear routeti@deart of
Steve’s dread. He had a weapon, a stick to beae Stih, should it
ever come to that. Maybe that was why he choséongpieak to Cheryl
(warn her, was that what he wanted to do?) andiodytthat was why
he avoided Quaid.

The man had a look, in certain moods, of maliceghtg more or less.
He looked like a man with malice deep, deep in him.

Maybe those four months of watching people withgbend turned
down had sensitized Steve to the tiny glances rsraaa smiles that
flit across people’s faces. He knew Quaid’s lifesvadabyrinth; a map
of its complexities was etched on his face in aifamd tiny
expressions.

The next phase of Steve’s initiation into Quaidsret world didn’t
come for almost three and a half months. The usityebroke for the
summer recess, and the students went their wagrge &tok his usual
vacation job at his father’s printing works; it wasg hours, and
physically exhausting, but an undeniable relieflfon. Academe had
overstuffed his mind, he felt force-fed with worasd ideas. The print
work sweated all of that out of him rapidly, sogiout the jumble in
his mind.

It was a good time: he scarcely thought of Quaiallat

He returned to campus in the late September. TUdests were still
thin on the ground. Most of the courses didn’ttdiar another week;
and there was a melancholy air about the placeowitis usual melee
of complaining, flirting, arguing kids.

Steve was in the library, cornering a few importambks before others
on his course had their hands on them. Books wae gold at the



beginning of term, with reading lists to be checkéfdand the
university book shop forever claiming the necessifligs were on
order. They would invariably arrive, those vitalois, two days after
the seminar in which the author was to be discusBed final year
Steve was determined to be ahead of the rush édeth copies of
seminal works the library possessed.

The familiar voice spoke.

“Early to work.”

Steve looked up to meet Quaid’s pin-prick eyes.

“I'm impressed, Steve.”

“What with?”

“Your enthusiasm for the job.”

“Oh.”

Quaid smiled. “What are you looking for?”

“Something on Bentham.”

“I've got ‘Principles of Morals and Legislation’. Wthat do?”

It was a trap. No: that was absurd. He was offeaihgok; how could
that simple gesture be construed as a trap?

“Come to think of it,” the smile broadened, “I tkiit's the library
copy I've got. I'll give it to you.”

“Thanks.”

“Good holiday?”



“Yes. Thank you. You?”

“Very rewarding.”

The smile had decayed into a thin line beneath-Hgou"ve grown a
moustache.”

It was an unhealthy example of the species. Thitghy, and dirty-
blond, it wandered back and forth under Quaid’seressif looking for
a way off his face. Quaid looked faintly embarrasse

“Was it for Cheryl?”

He was definitely embarrassed now.

“Well...”

“Sounds like you had a good vacation.”

The embarrassment was surmounted by something else.

“I've got some wonderful photographs,” Quaid said.

“What of?”

“Holiday snaps.”

Steve couldn’t believe his ears. Had C. Fromm tathedQuaid?
Holiday snaps?

“You won't believe some of them.”



There was something of the Arab selling dirty pasis about Quaid’s
manner. What the hell were these photo-graphs?® I&iver shots of
Cheryl, caught reading Kant?

“I don’t think of you as being a photographer.”

“It's become a passion of mine.”

He grinned as he said ‘passion’. There was a baxghpressed
excitement in his manner. He was positively gleamuith pleasure.

“You"ve got to come and see them.”

“Tonight. And pick up the Bentham at the same time.

“Thanks.”

“I've got a house for myself these days. Rounddbmer from the
Maternity Hospital, in Pilgrim Street. Number sixXgur. Some time
after nine?”

“Right. Thanks. Pilgrim Street.” Quaid nodded.

“I didn’t know there were any habitable houses iigriin Street.”

“Number sixty-four.”

Pilgrim Street was on its knees. Most of the howsa® already
rubble. A few were in the process of being knocttedn. Their inside
walls were unnaturally exposed; pink and pale greaifpapers,
fireplaces on upper storeys hanging over chasramoking brick.
Stairs leading from nowhere to nowhere, and baeknag



Number sixty-four stood on its own. The housesmterrace to either
side had been demolished and bull-dozed away,igavidesert of
impacted brick-dust which a few hardy, and fooldyaweeds had
tried to populate.

A three-legged white dog was patrolling its temytalong the side of
sixty-four, leaving little piss-marks at regulatanvals as signs of its
ownership.

Quaid’s house, though scarcely palatial, was maieaming than the
surrounding wasteland.

They drank some bad red wine together, which Stedebrought with
him, and they smoked some grass. Quaid was far mellew than
Steve had ever seen him before, quite happy tdralk instead of
dread; laughing occasionally; even telling a djotye. The interior of
the house was bare to the point of being spartampittures on the
walls; no decoration of any kind. Quaid’s bookg] #imere were
literally hundreds of them, were piled on the flaono particular
sequence that Steve could make out. The kitchematmloom were
primitive. The whole atmosphere was almost monastic

After a couple of easy hours, Steve’s curiositythetbetter of him.

“Where’s the holiday snaps, then?” he said, awaaetie was slurring
his words a little, and no longer giving a shit.

“Oh yes. My experiment.”

“Experiment?”

“Tell you the truth, Steve, I'm not so sure | slebshow them to you.”

“Why not?”

“I'm into serious stuff, Steve.”

“And I'm not ready for serious stuff, is that whaiu're saying?”



Steve could feel Quaid’s technique working on hewen though it
was transparently obvious what he was doing.

“l didn’t say you weren’t ready—"

“What the hell is this stuff?”

“Pictures.”

“‘Of?”

“You remember Cheryl.”

Pictures of Cheryl. Ha. “How could | forget?”

“She won’t be coming back this term.”

“Oh,”

“She had a revelation.” Quaid’s stare was basilisk-

“What do you mean?”

“She was always so calm, wasn’t she?” Quaid w&snglabout her as
though she were dead. “Calm, cool and collected.”

“Yes, | suppose she was.”

“Poor bitch. All she wanted was a good fuck.”

Steve smirked like a kid at Quaid’s dirty talkwias a little shocking;
like seeing teacher with his dick hanging out af thousers.



“She spent some of the vacation here.”

“Here?”

“In this house.”

“You like her then?”

“She’s an ignorant cow. She’s pretentious, She’'akyw8he’s stupid.
But she wouldn’t give, she wouldn’t give a fuckitigng.”

“You mean she wouldn’t screw?”

“Oh no, she’d strip off her knickers soon as lobkau. It was her
fears she wouldn’t give—"

Same old song.

“But | persuaded her, in the fullness of time.”

Quaid pulled out a box from behind a pile of phipky books. In it
was a sheaf of black and white photographs, blowtouwice
postcard size. He passed the first one of thessevier to Steve.

“I locked her away you see, Steve.” Quaid was asngtional as a
newsreader. “To see if | could needle her into shgwer dread a
little bit.”

“What do you mean, locked her away?”

“Upstairs.”

Steve felt strange. He could hear his ears singiey, quietly. Bad
wine always made his head ring.



“I locked her away upstairs,” Quaid said again, dasexperiment.
That”s why I took this house. No neighbours to Hear

No neighbours to hear what?

Steve looked at the grainy image in his hand.

“Concealed camera,” said Quaid, “she never knewad w
photographing her.”

Photograph One was of a small, featureless roohttléplain
furniture.

“That’s the room. Top of the house. Warm. A bitfisteven. No
noise.”

No noise.

Quaid proffered Photograph Two.

Same room. Now most of the furniture had been redok sleeping
bag was laid along one wall. A table. A chair. Aebght bulb.

“That"s how | laid it out for her.”

“It looks like a cell.”

Quaid grunted.

Photograph Three. The same room. On the table af jwgter. In the
corner of the room, a bucket, roughly covered witowel.

“What's the bucket for?”

“She had to piss.”



“Yes.”

“All amenities provided,” said Quaid. “I didn’'t iahd to reduce her to
an animal.”

Even in his drunken state, Steve took Quaid’s ariee.

He didn’t intend to reduce her to an animal. Howeve

Photograph Four. On the table, on an unpatterredd,@ slab of meat.
A bone sticks out from it.

“Beef,” said Quaid.

“But she’s a vegetarian.”

“So she is. It's slightly salted, well-cooked, gdoeef.” Photograph
Five. The same. Cheryl is in the room. The doatased. She is
kicking the door, her foot and fist and face a latifury.

“I put her in the room about five in the mornindieSwas sleeping: |
carried her over the threshold myself. Very romarfhe didn’t know
what the hell was going on.”

“You locked her in there?”

“Of course. An experiment.”

“She knew nothing about it?”

“We"d talked about dread, you know me. She knewtwkanted to
discover. Knew | wanted guinea-pigs. She soon damghOnce she
realized what | was up to she calmed down.”

Photograph Six. Cheryl sits in the corner of thempthinking.



“l think she believed she could out-wait me.”

Photograph Seven. Cheryl looks at the leg of lggaficing at it on the
table.

“Nice photo, don’t you think? Look at the expressad disgust on her
face. She hated even the smell of cooked meatw@be’'t hungry
then, of course.”

Eight: she sleeps.

Nine: she pisses. Steve felt uncomfortable, watcthe girl squatting
on the bucket, knickers round her ankles. Tearstamher face.

Ten: she drinks water from the jug.

Eleven: she sleeps again, back to the room, cupdike a foetus.

“How long has she been in the room?”

“This was only fourteen hours in. She lost orieiptags to time very
quickly. No light change, you see. Her body-clocksviucked up
pretty soon.”

“How long was she in here?”

“Till the point was proved.”

Twelve: Awake, she cruises the meat on the tableglat
surreptitiously glancing down at it.

“This was taken the following morning. | was aslety® camera just
took pictures every quarter hour. Look at her eyes.



Steve peered more closely at the photograph. Wasea certain
desperation on Cheryl's face: a haggard, wild Iddie way she stared
at the beef she could have been trying to hypndtize

“She looks sick.”

“She’s tired, that's all. She slept a lot, as ippa@ned, but it seemed just
to make her more exhausted than ever. She doesmit kow if it's

day or night. And She’s hungry of course. It's baatay and a half.
She’s more than a little peckish.”

Thirteen: she sleeps again, curled into an evémnerdall, as though
she wanted to swallow herself.

Fourteen: she drinks more water.

“I replaced the jug when she was asleep. She desgily: | could have
done a jig in there and it wouldn’t have woken hest to the world.”

He grinned. Mad, thought Steve, the man’s mad.

“God, it stank in there. You know how women smelingtimes: It's
not sweat, It's something else. Heavy odour: meBityody. She came
on towards the end of her time. Hadn't plannedat ivay.”

Fifteen: she touches the meat.

“This is where the cracks begin to show,” said @Quuiith quiet
triumph in his voice. “This is where the dread Iesgi

Steve studied the photograph closely. The gratheprint blurred the
detail, but the cool mama was in pain, that wastoe. Her face was
knotted up, half in desire, half in repulsion, he souched the food.

Sixteen: she was at the door again, throwing hieasdl, every part of
her body flailing. Her mouth a black blur of angstreaming at the
blank door.



“She always ended up haranguing me, whenever $iaelch
confrontation with the meat.”

“How long is this?”

“Coming up for three days. You're looking at a hpngroman.”

It wasn't difficult to see that. The next photo steod still in the
middle of the room, averting her eyes from the tetipn of the food,
her entire body tensed with the dilemma.

“You’re starving her.”

“She can go ten days without eating quite easigt$are common in
any civilized country, Steve. Sixty per cent of Brétish population is
clinically obese at any one time. She was toorighaw.”

Eighteen: she sits, the fat girl, in her cornethef room, weeping.

“About now she began to hallucinate. Just littlentaéticks. She
thought she felt something in her hair, or on thekbof her hand. I'd
see her staring into mid-air sometimes watchingingt”

Nineteen: she washes herself. She is strippedetwéist, her breasts
are heavy, her face is drained of expression. Téat s a darker tone
than in the previous photographs.

“She washed herself regularly. Never let twelvers@o by without
washing from head to toe.”

“The meat looks. . .”

“Ripe?”

“Dark.”



“It's quite warm in her little room; and there’dew flies in there with
her. They”ve found the meat: laid their eggs. Y&s ripening up
quite nicely.”

“Is that part of the plan?”

“Sure. If the meat revolted when it was fresh, wddabut her disgust at
rotted meat? That's the crux of her dilemma, igR’tThe longer she
waits to eat, the more disgusted she becomes vhigt she’s been
given to feed on. She’s trapped with her own hoofaneat on the one
hand, and her dread of dying on the other. Whigoisg to give

first?”

Steve was no less trapped now.

On the one hand this joke had already gone to@fat,Quaid’s
experiment had become an exercise in sadism.

On the other hand he wanted to know how far tlusystnded. There
was an undeniable fascination in watching the womufer.

The next seven photographs — twenty, twenty-one, tiaree, four,
five and six pictured the same circular routin@eping, washing,
pissing, meat-watching. Sleeping, washing, pissi#ithen twenty-
seven.

“See?n

She picks up the meat.

Yes, she picks it up, her face full of horror. THeunch of the beef
looks well-ripened now, speckled with flies’ eg@soss.

“She bites it.”

The next photograph, and her face is buried imibat.



Steve seemed to taste the rotten flesh in the didleis throat. His
mind found a stench to imagine, and created a grapytrescence to
run over his tongue. How could she do it?

Twenty-nine: she is vomiting in the bucket in tloerer of the room.

Thirty: she is sitting looking at the table. ltampty. The water-jug has
been thrown against the wall. The plate has beesised. The beef
lies on the floor in a slime of degeneration.

Thirty-one: she sleeps. Her head is lost in a mofharms.

Thirty-two: she is standing up. She is lookingreg imeat again,
defying it. The hunger she feels is plain on heefé&o is the disgust.

Thirty-three. She sleeps.

“How long now?” asked Steve.

“Five days. No, six.”

Six days.

Thirty-four. She is a blurred figure, apparentipding herself against
a wall. Perhaps beating her head against it, Steukln’'t be sure. He
was past asking. Part of him didn’t want to know.

Thirty-five: she is again sleeping, this time behehe table. The
sleeping bag has been torn to pieces, shreddddanok pieces of
stuffing littering the room.

Thirty-six: she speaks to the door, through therdmowing she will
get no answer.

Thirty-seven: she eats the rancid meat.



Calmly she sits under the table, like a primitiméner cave, and pulls
at the meat with her incisors. Her face is agapressionless; all her
energy is bent to the purpose of the moment. Toleagat ‘til the
hunger disappears, ‘til the agony in her belly, #rasickness in her
head disappear.

Steve stared at the photograph.

“It startled me,” said Quaid, “how suddenly she gav. One moment
she seemed to have as much resistance as evenohimdogue at the
door was the same mixture of threats and apolageshe’d delivered
day in, day out. Then she broke. Just like thatiaBgd under the table
and ate the beef down to the bone, as though & wehoice cut.”

Thirty-eight: she sleeps. The door is open. Lighirg in.

Thirty-nine: the room is empty.

“Where did she go?”

“She wandered downstairs. She came into the kitatramk several
glasses of water, and sat in a chair for thre@wr fiours without
saying a word.”

“Did you speak to her?”

“Eventually. When she started to come out of hguéustate. The
experiment was over. | didn’t want to hurt her.”

“What did she say?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing?”

“Nothing at all. For a long time | don’t believeestvas even aware of
my presence in the room. Then | cooked some paatdach she
ate.”



“She didn’t try and call the police?”

“No.”

“No violence?”

“No. She knew what I'd done, and why I'd done fitwasn’t pre-
planned, but we’'d talked about such experimentapstract
conversations. She hadn’t come to any harm, youStesd lost a bit
of weight perhaps, but that was about all.”

“Where is she now?”

“She left the day after. | don’t know where she wen

“And what did it all prove?”

“Nothing at all, perhaps. But it made an interegstart to my
investigations.”

“Start? This was only a start?”

There was plain disgust for Quaid in Steve’s voice.

“Stephen —”

“You could have killed her!”

“NO_”

“She could have lost her mind. Unbalanced her pamently.”

“Possibly. But unlikely. She was a strong-willedman.”



“But you broke her.”

“Yes. It was a journey she was ready to take. Walkkd of going to
face her fear. So here was I, arranging for Chterglo just that.
Nothing much really.”

“You forced her to do it. She wouldn’t have gonkestvise.”

“True. It was an education for her.”

“So now you're a teacher?”

Steve wished he’d been able to keep the sarcasof big voice. But
it was there. Sarcasm; anger; and a little fear.

“Yes, I'm a teacher,” Quaid replied, looking at &tebliquely, his
eyes not focused. “I'm teaching people dread.”

Steve stared at the floor. “Are you satisfied withat you”ve taught?”

“And learned, Steve. I've learned too. It's a vergiting prospect: a
world of fears to investigate. Especially with iligeent subjects. Even
in the face of rationalization —”

Steve stood up. “I don’t want to hear any more.”

“Oh? OK.”

“I've got classes early tomorrow.”

“No.”

“What?”

A beat, faltering.



“No. Don'’t go yet.”

“Why?” His heart was racing. He feared Quaid, heger realized
how profoundly.

“I've got some more books to give you.”

Steve felt his face flush. Slightly. What had heught in that
moment? That Quaid was going to bring him down aitlugby tackle
and start experimenting on his fears?

No. Idiot thoughts.

“I've got a book on Kierkegaard you'll like. Upstsi I'll be two
minutes.”

Smiling, Quaid left the room.

Steve squatted on his haunches and began to sineagh the
photographs again. It was the moment when Chestlicked up the
rotting meat that fascinated him most. Her faceenar expression
completely uncha-racteristic of the woman he haalhkmn Doubt was
written there, and confusion, and deep —Dread.

It was Quaid’s word. A dirty word. An obscene woadsociated from
this night on with Quaid’s torture of an innocent.g

For a moment Steve thought of the expression oovarsface, as he
stared down at the photograph. Was there not sdithe came
confusion on his face? And perhaps some of theddag waiting for
release.

He heard a sound behind him, too soft to be Quaid.

Unless he was creeping.



Oh, God, unless he was —A pad of chloroformed oledls clamped
over Steve’s mouth and his nostrils. Involuntarilg,inhaled and the
vapours stung his sinuses, made his eyes water.

A blob of blackness appeared at the corner of thidyjust out of
sight, and it started to grow, this stain, puldimghe rhythm of his
quickening heart.

In the centre of Steve’s head he could see Quualte as a velil. It
said his name.

“Stephen.”

Again.

“— ephen.”

“— phen.”

o hen.”

The stain was the world. The world was dark, gomaya Out of sight,
out of mind.

Steve fell clumsily amongst the photographs.

When he woke up he was unaware of his consciousnbese was
darkness everywhere, on all sides. He lay awakarfdrour with his
eyes wide before he realized they were open.

Experimentally, he moved first, his arms and hgs)eéhen his head.
He wasn’t bound as he’d expected, except by hiteaitkere was
definitely a chain or something similar around lef$ ankle. It chafed
his skin when he tried to move too far.



The floor beneath him was very uncomfortable, ahdmhe
investigated it more closely with the palm of hamt he realized he
was lying on a huge grille or grid of some kindwHs metal, and its
regular surface spread in every direction as fdnissarms would
reach. When he poked his arm down through the holéss lattice he
touched nothing. Just empty air falling away beméan.

The first infra-red photographs Quaid took of Stph confinement
pictured his exploration. As Quaid had expectedstiigect was being
quite rational about his situation. No hysterics.duirses. No tears.
That was the challenge of this particular subjeetknew precisely
what was going on; and he would respond logicalllis fears. That
would surely make a more difficult mind to breaknhCheryl’s.

But how much more rewarding the results would bemhe did crack.
Would his soul not open up then, for Quaid to sektauch? There
was so much there, in the man’s interior, he watdestudy.

Gradually Steve’s eyes became accustomed to theeks.

He was imprisoned in what appeared to be somedfigtaft. It was,
he estimated, about twenty feet wide, and completelnd. Was it
some kind of air-shaft, for a tunnel, or an undevmd factory? Steve’s
mind mapped the area around Pilgrim Street, tryonginpoint the
most likely place for Quaid to have taken him. tgeld think of
nowhere.

Nowhere.

He was lost in a place he couldn’t fix or recogniklke shaft had no
corners to focus his eyes on; and the walls offeedrack or hole to
hide his consciousness in.

Worse, he was lying spread-eagled on a grid thiad) lower this shatft.
His eyes could make no impression on the darknexsedth him: it
seemed that the shaft might be bottomless. Ane tas only the thin
network of the grill, and the fragile chain thatiskled his ankle to it,
between him and falling.

He pictured himself poised under an empty black akg over an
infinite darkness. The air was warm and staleriéddup the tears that
had suddenly sprung to his eyes, leaving them guriivinen he began



to shout for help, which he did after the tears pasised, the darkness
ate his words easily.

Having yelled himself hoarse, he lay back on thick He couldn’t
help but imagine that beyond his frail bed, thekdass went on
forever. It was absurd, of course. Nothing goefooever, he said
aloud.

Nothing goes on forever.

And yet, he’d never know. If he fell in the abselliiackness beneath
him, he’d fall and fall and fall and not see thétbm of the shaft
coming. Though he tried to think of brighter, mpusitive, images,
his mind conjured his body cascading down thisibishaft, with the
bottom a foot from his hurtling body and his eyes seeing it, his
brain not predicting it.

Until he hit.

Would he see light as his head was dashed openmerct? Would he
understand, in the moment that his body becamé offey he’d lived
and died?

Then he thought: Quaid wouldn’t dare. “Wouldn’t elde screeched.
“Wouldn’t dare!”

The dark was a glutton for words. As soon as helteg into it, it was
as though he’d never made a sound.

And then another thought: a real baddie. Supposedad found this
circular hell to put him in because it would nelerfound, never be
investigated? Maybe he wanted to take his expetinoetime limits.

To the limits. Death was at the limits. And wouldthiat be the
ultimate experiment for Quaid? Watching a man digtching the fear
of death, the mother lode of dread, approach. &hed written that no
man could ever know his own death. But to knowdbaths of others,
intimately to watch the acrobatics that the mindildcsurely perform
to avoid the bitter truth — that was a clue to d&sahature, wasn't it?
That might, in some small way, prepare a man feolwn death. To



live another’s dread vicariously was the safestyetest way to touch
the beast.

Yes, he thought, Quaid might kill me; out of hisrotenor.

Steve took a sour satisfaction in that thoughttThaaid, the impartial
experimenter, the would-be educator, was obsesgbdesrors
because his own dread ran deepest.

That was why he had to watch others deal with tieairs. He needed a
solution, a way out for himself.

Thinking all this through took hours. In the darka&teve’s mind was
quick-silver, but uncontrollable. He found it ddfilt to keep one train
of argument for very long. His thoughts were lilghf small, fast fish,
wriggling out of his grasp as soon as he took d lbbthem.

But underlying every twist of thought was the knedge that he must
out-play Quaid. That was certain. He must be calrmye himself a
useless subject for Quaid’s analysis.

The photographs of these hours showed Stephenwjthgis eyes
closed on the grid, with a slight frown on his faGecasionally,
paradoxically, a smile would flit across his li@metimes it was
impossible to know if he was sleeping or wakingpking or
dreaming.

Quaid waited.

Eventually Steve’s eyes began to flicker undetis the
unmistakable sign of dreaming. It was time, whiile subject slept, to
turn the wheel of the rack —Steve woke with hisdsacouffed
together. He could see a bowl of water on a plasde him; and a
second bowl, full of luke-warm unsalted porridgeside it. He ate and
drank thankfully.

As he ate, two things registered. First, that thisaof his eating
seemed very loud in his head; and second, thatlha €onstruction, a
tightness, around his temples.



The photographs show Stephen clumsily reaching inisthead. A
harness is strapped on to him, and locked in placeamps plugs
deep into his ears, preventing any sound fromrggtti.

The photographs show puzzlement. Then anger. Téeen f

Steve was deaf.

All he could hear were the noises in his head. dito&ing of his teeth.
The slush and swallow of his palate. The soundsnaaobetween his
ears like guns.

Tears sprang to his eyes. He kicked at the gritdhearing the clatter
of his heels on the metal bars. He screamed ustthhoat felt as if it
was bleeding. He heard none of his cries.

Panic began in him.

The photographs showed its birth. His face wash#ids His eyes were
wide, his teeth and gums exposed in a grimace.

He looked like a frightened monkey.

All the familiar, childhood feelings swept over hiie remembered
them like the faces of old enemies; the chittelimdps, the sweat, the
nausea. In desperation he picked up the bowl ofmaatd upturned it
over his face. The shock of the cold water divehisdnind
momentarily from the panic-ladder it was climbiite lay back down
on the grid, his body a board, and told himselfteathe deeply and
evenly.

Relax, relax, relax, he said aloud.

In his head, he could hear his tongue clickingcbigld hear his mucus
too, moving sluggishly in the panic-constrictedgaages of his nose,
blocking and unblocking in his ears. Now he coutledt the low, soft
hiss that waited under all the other noises. Thmd®f his mind —It
was like the white noise between stations on tb@rahis was the
same whine that came to fetch him under anaesttieéicame noise
that would sound in his ears on the borders ofslee



His limbs still twitched nervously, and he was ohbjf-aware of the
way he wrestled with his handcuffs, indifferenttteir edges scouring
the skin at his wrists.

The photographs recorded all these reactions igcidis war with
hysteria: his pathetic attempts to keep the fears fesurfacing. His
tears. His bloody wrists.

Eventually, exhaustion won over panic; as it hadfsen as a child.
How many times had he fallen asleep with the saitet of tears in his
nose and mouth, unable to fight any longer?

The exertion had heightened the pitch of his hezides. Now, instead
of a lullaby, his brain whistled and whooped hinskeep.

Oblivion was good.

Quaid was disappointed. It was clear from the spdédils response
that Stephen Grace was going to break very soaethdn fact, he
was as good as broken, only a few hours into tipe@xent. And
Quaid had been relying on Stephen. After month@ebaring the
ground, it seemed that this subject was goingge fas mind without
giving up a single clue.

One word, one miserable word was all Quaid needdittle sign as to
the nature of the experience. Or better still, sbimg to suggest a
solution, a healing totem, a prayer even. Surelyes§aviour comes to
the lips, as the personality is swept away in mag?d here must be
something.

Quaid waited like a carrion bird at the site of goatrocity, counting
the minutes left to the expiring soul, hoping fanarsel.

Steve woke face down on the grid. The air was nstialer now, and
the metal bars bit into the flesh of his cheekwés hot and
uncomfortable.



He lay still, letting his eyes become accustomelgigasurroundings
again. The lines of the grid ran off in perfectgperctive to meet the
wall of the shaft. The simple network of criss-aed bars struck him
as pretty. Yes, pretty. He traced the lines backfarth, ‘til he tired of
the game. Bored, he rolled over onto his backjrigehe grid vibrate
under his body. Was it less stable now? It seemeddk a little as he
moved.

Hot and sweaty, Steve unbuttoned his shirt. Thexe sleep-spittle on
his chin but he didn’t care to wipe it off. Whathié drooled? Who was
to see?

He half pulled off his shirt, and using one foatKed his shoe off the
other.

Shoe: lattice: fall. Sluggishly, his mind made to&-nection. He sat
up. Oh poor shoe. His shoe would fall. It woulgh dletween the bars
and be lost. But no. It was finely balanced actesssides of a lattice-
hole; he could still save it if he tried.

He reached for his poor, poor shoe, and his movesiefted the grid.

The shoe began to slip.

“Please,” he begged it, “don’t fall.” He didn’t wiio lose his nice
shoe, his pretty shoe. It mustn't fall. It mustial.

As he stretched to snatch it, the shoe tipped, d@&h, through the
grid and fell into the darkness.

He let out a cry of loss that he couldn’t hear.

Oh, if only he could listen to the shoe falling;cmunt the seconds of
its descent. To hear it thud home at the bottoth®@&haft. At least
then he’d know how far he had to fall to his death.

He couldn’t endure it any longer. He rolled overtormis stomach and
thrust both arms through the grid, screaming: gl too! I'll go too!”



He couldn’t bear waiting to fall, in the dark, imetwhining silence, he
just wanted to follow his shoe down, down, downdhaek shaft to
extinction, and have the whole game finished omckfar all.

“I'll go! I'll go! I'll go!” he shrieked. He pleadé with gravity.

Beneath him, the grid moved.

Something had broken. A pin, a chain, a rope teat the grid in
position had snapped. He was no longer horizoaba@ady he was
sliding across the bars as they tipped him off theodark.

With shock he realized his limbs were no longerimd

He would fall.

The man wanted him to fall. The bad man — what lwasame?
Quake? Quail? Quarrel -Automatically he seizedgtie with both
hands as it tipped even further over. Maybe he'tvwdant to fall after
his shoe, after all? Maybe life, a little momentreof life, was worth
holding on to —The dark beyond the edge of the wad so deep; and
who could guess what lurked in it?

In his head the noises of his panic multiplied. Tianping of his
bloody heart, the stutter of his mucus, the drp @fshis palate. His
palms, slick with sweat, were losing their gripa@ty wanted him. It
demanded its rights of his body’s bulk: demandex fie fall. For a
moment, glancing over his shoulder at the mouthdpaned under
him, he thought he saw monsters stirring below ndiculous, loony
things, crudely drawn, dark on dark. Vile graffégered up from his
childhood and uncurled their claws to snatch atdgs.

“Mama,” he said, as his hands failed him, and hs delivered into
dread.

“Mama,”

That was the word. Quaid heard it plainly, in tdlbanality.



“Mamal”

By the time Steve hit the bottom of the shaft, laes\wast judging how
far he’d fallen. The moment his hands let go ofghd, and he knew
the dark would have him, his mind snapped. The ahsalf survived
to relax his body, saving him all but minor injuwoy impact. The rest
of his life, all but the simplest responses, wérattered, the pieces
flung into the recesses of his memory.

When the light came, at last, he looked up at #regn in the Mickey
Mouse mask at the door, and smiled at him. It welsild’s smile, one
of thankfulness for his comical rescuer. He letriten take him by the
ankles and haul him out of the big round room inclthe was lying.
His pants were wet, and he knew he’'d dirtied hifnsehis sleep. Still,
the Funny Mouse would kiss him better.

His head lolled on his shoulders as he was draggedf the torture-
chamber. On the floor beside his head was a shug s@ven or eight
feet above him was the grid from which he had falle

It meant nothing at all.

He let the Mouse sit him down in a bright room. |etethe Mouse give
him his ears back, though he didn’t really wantihé was funny
watching the world without sound, it made him laugh

He drank some water, and ate some sweet cake.

He was tired. He wanted to sleep. He wanted his dd&ut the Mouse
didn’t seem to understand, so he cried, and kitkedable and threw
the plates and cups on the floor. Then he ranth@amext room, and
threw all the papers he could find in the air. &samice watching them
flutter up and flutter down. Some of them fell fal®vn, some face
up. Some were covered with writing. Some were pasuHorrid
pictures. Pictures that made him feel very strange.

They were all pictures of dead people, every orth@i. Some of the
pictures were of little children, others were obgn-up children. They
were lying down, or half-sitting, and there werg buts in their faces
and their bodies, cuts that showed a mess undérreeatish-mash of
shiny bits and oozy bits. And all around the deadpte: black paint.



Not in neat puddles, but splashed all around, angef-marked, and
hand-printed and very messy.

In three or four of the pictures the thing that ea#lte cuts was still
there. He knew the word for it.

Axe.

There was an axe in a lady’s face buried almostediandle. There
was an axe in a man’s leg, and another lying oriltioe of a kitchen
beside a dead baby.

This man collected pictures of dead people and, axeish Steve
thought was strange.

That was his last thought before the too-famil@erd of chloroform
filled his head and he lost consciousness.

The sordid doorway smelt of old urine and fresh iolhwas his own
vomit; it was all over the front of his shirt. Heed to stand up, but his
legs felt wobbly. It was very cold. His throat hurt

Then he heard footsteps. It sounded like the Mawesecoming back.
Maybe he’d take him home.

“Get up, son.”

It wasn’t the Mouse. It was a policeman.

“What are you doing down there? | said get up.”

Bracing himself against the crumbling brick of th@orway Steve got
to his feet. The policeman shone his torch at him.



“Jesus Christ,” said the policeman, disgust writtgar his face.
“You’re in a right fucking state. Where do you I&e

Steve shook his head, staring down at his vomikeahirt like a
shamed schoolboy.

“What's your name?”

He couldn’t quite remember.

“Name, lad?”

He was trying. If only the policeman wouldn’t shout

“Come on, take a hold of yourself.”

The words didn’'t make much sense. Steve couldiéees pricking the
backs of his eyes.

“Home.”

Now he was blubbering, sniffing snot, feeling Uitdorsaken. He
wanted to die: he wanted to lie down and die.

The policeman shook him.

“You high on something?” he demanded, pulling Stete the glare
of the streetlights and staring at his tear-stafiaed.

“You'd better move on.”

“Mama,” said Steve, “| want my Mama.”

The words changed the encounter entirely.



Suddenly the policeman found the spectacle moredisgusting;
more than pitiful. This little bastard, with hisdoldshot eyes and his
dinner down his shirt was really getting on hisvast Too much
money, too much dirt in his veins, too little digaie.

“Mama” was the last straw. He punched Steve irstbemach, a neat,
sharp, functional blow. Steve doubled up, whimgggrin

“Shut up, son.”

Another blow finished the job of crippling the dhiland then he took a
fistful of Steve’s hair and pulled the little drugg face up to meet his.

“You want to be a derelict, is that it?”

“No. No.”

Steve didn’t know what a derelict was; he just vedrib make the
policeman like him.

“Please,” he said, tears coming again, “take meehdirhe policeman
seemed confused. The kid hadn’t started fightirack lzend calling for
civil rights, the way most of them did. That was thay they usually
ended up: on the ground, bloody-nosed, callingfsocial worker.
This one just wept. The policeman began to geidafdeling about the
kid. Like he was mental or something. And he’d baahe shit out of
the little snot. Fuck it. Now he felt responsilite took hold of Steve
by the arm and bundled him across the road todris ¢

“Getin.”

“Take me —"

“I'll take you home, son. I"ll take you home.”



At the Night Hostel they searched Steve’s clotlesdme kind of
identification, found none, then scoured his baatyflieas, his hair for
nits. The policeman left him then, which Steve wel®eved about. He
hadn’t liked the man. The people at the Hostel@l&bout him as
though he wasn'’t in the room. Talked about how yphe was;
discussed his mental-age; his clothes; his appeardimen they gave
him a bar of soap and showed him the showers. ¢telsinder the
cold water for ten minutes and dried himself witstained towel. He
didn’t shave, though they’'d lent him a razor. HEdyotten how to do
it.

Then they gave him some old clothes, which he likéey weren't
such bad people, even if they did talk about hirthasgh he wasn’t
there. One of them even smiled at him; a burly mdh a grizzled
beard. Smiled as he would at a dog.

They were odd clothes he was given. Either tombigo small. All
colours: yellow socks, dirty white shirt, pin-seiprousers that had
been made for a glutton, a thread-bare sweatevyhmmots. He liked
dressing up, putting on two vests and two pairsocks when they
weren’t looking. He felt reassured with severatkiniesses of cotton
and wool wrapped around him.

Then they left him with a ticket for his bed in lhiand, to wait for the
dormitories to be unlocked. He was not impatigké some of the
men in the corridors with him. They yelled incohehg, many of
them, their accusations laced with obscenities,thed spat at each
other. It frightened him. All he wanted was to gle€o lie down and
sleep.

At eleven o’clock one of the warders unlocked thgego the
dormitory, and all the lost men filed through todithemselves an iron
bed for the night. The dormitory, which was largel dadly-lit, stank
of disinfectant and old people.

Avoiding the eyes and the flailing arms of the ottierelicts, Steve
found himself an ill-made bed, with one thin blantessed across it,
and lay down to sleep. All around him men were ¢wug and
muttering and weeping. One was saying his prayelseday, staring at
the ceiling, on his grey pillow. Steve thought theats a good idea. So
he said his own child’s prayer.

“Gentle Jesus, meek and mild, Look upon this litidd, Pity my...
-What was the word?



Pity my — simplicity, Suffer me to come to thee.”

That made him feel better; and the sleep, a babws,Mue and deep.

Quaid sat in darkness. The terror was on him agense than ever.
His body was rigid with fear; so much so that heldo’t even get out
of bed and snap on the light. Besides, what iftihig, this time of all
times, the tenor was true? What if the axe-manat#éise door in flesh
and blood? Grinning like a loon at him, dancingltke devil at the
top of the stairs, as Quaid had seen him, in drederging and
grinning, grinning and dancing.

Nothing moved. No creak of the stair, no giggléhe shadows. It
wasn’t him, after all. Quaid would live ‘til mornin

His body had relaxed a little now. He swung hislegt of bed and
switched on the light. The room was indeed emplye Rouse was
silent. Through the open door he could see thetdpe stairs. There
was no axe-man, of course.

Steve woke to shouting. It was still dark. He didaiow how long
he’d been asleep, but his limbs no longer achdzhdy. Elbows on
his pillow, he half-sat up and stared down the dtmm to see what all
the commotion was about. Four bed-rows down frasntiio men
were fighting. The bone of contention was by no msegear. They
just grappled with each other like girls (it madev& laugh to watch
them), screeching and puffing each other’s hairni®pnlight the
blood on their faces and hands was black.

One of them, the older of the two, was thrust baaloss his bed,
screaming: “I will not go to the Finchley Road!

You will not make me. Don’t strike me! I'm not yoaran!



I'm not!”

The other was beyond listening; he was too stupitiho mad, to
understand that the old man was begging to balefte. Urged on by
spectators on every side, the old man’s assaikahtdken off his shoe
and was belabouring his victim with it. Steve colégr the crack,
crack of his blows: heel on head. There were chemrsmpanying
each strike, and lessening cries from the old man.

Suddenly, the applause faltered, as somebody caméhie dormitory.
Steve couldn’t see who it was; the mass of men dealvaround the
fight were between him and the door.

He did see the victor toss his shoe into the awdwer, with a final
shout of “Fucker!”

The shoe.

Steve couldn’t take his eyes off the shoe. It iagle air, turning as it
rose, then plummeted to the bare boards like alshohtSteve saw it
clearly, more clearly than he’d seen anything imyndays.

It landed not far from him.

It landed with a loud thud.

It landed on its side. As his shoe had landedsHae. The one he
kicked off. On the grid. In the room. In the hou®a Pilgrim Street.

Quaid woke with the same dream. Always the stairwdways him
looking down the tunnel of the stairs, while thdtaulous sight, half-
joke, half-horror, tip-toed up towards him, a lawghevery step.

He’d never dreamt twice in one night before. Hesgvhis hand out
over the edge of the bed and fumbled for the bbtl&ept there. In the
dark he swigged from it, deeply.



Steve walked past the knot of angry men, not caabaut their shouts
or the old man’s groans and curses. The warders karing a hard
time dealing with the disturbance. It was the tame Old Man
Crowley would be let in: he always invited violenddis had all the
marks of a near-riot; it would take hours to sdttiem down again.

Nobody questioned Steve as he wandered down thdagrthrough
the gate, and into the vestibule of the Night HoJtke swing doors
were closed, but the night air, bitter before daswmelt refreshing as it
seeped in.

The pokey reception office was empty, and throunghdoor Steve
could see the fire-extinguisher hanging on the wWallas red and
bright: Beside it was a long black hose, curledom red drum like a
sleeping snake. Beside that, sitting in two brazket the wall, was an
axe.

A very pretty axe.

Stephen walked into the office. A little distaneeagy he heard running
feet, shouts, a whistle. But nobody came to infar&teve, as he made
friends with the axe.

First he smiled at it.

The curve of the blade of the axe smiled back.

Then he touched it.

The axe seemed to like being touched. It was dasity,hadn’'t been
used in a long while. Too long. It wanted to bekpat up, and stroked,
and smiled at. Steve took it out of its brackety \gently, and slid it
under his jacket to keep warm. Then he walked loatlof the
reception office, through the swing-doors and ouirid his other
shoe.



Quaid woke again.

It took Steve a very short time to orient himsé&liere was a spring in
his step as he began to make his way to PilgrieeEtHe felt like a
clown, dressed in so many bright colours, in slapdy trousers, such
silly boots. He was a comical fellow, wasn’t he?iade himself
laugh, he was so comical.

The wind began to get into him, whipping him upiatfrenzy as it
scooted through his hair and made his eye-baltelasas two lumps
of ice in his sockets.

He began to run, skip, dance, cavort through tleets, white under
the lights, dark in between. Now you see me, nowdon’'t. Now you
see me, now you —Quaid hadn’t been woken by thandrhis time.
This time he had heard a noise. Definitely a noise.

The moon had risen high enough to throw its bedmmigh the
window, through the door and on to the top of tiaés. There was no
need to put on the light. All he needed to seedudd see. The top of
the stairs were empty, as ever.

Then the bottom stair creaked, a tiny noise asgh@ubreath had
landed on it.

Quaid knew dread then.

Another creak, as it came up the stairs towards thieridiculous
dream. It had to be a dream. After all, he kneveloavns, no axe-
killers. So how could that absurd image, the samage that woke him
night after night, be anything but a dream?

Yet, perhaps there were some dreams so prepostieyusould only
be true.



No clowns, he said to himself, as he stood watcthegloor, and the
stairway, and the spotlight of the moon. Quaid kioely fragile
minds, so weak they couldn’t give him a clue torhéure, to the
origin, or to the cure for the panic that now hieilah in thrall. All they
did was break, crumble into dust, when faced withdlightest sign of
the dread at the heart of life.

He knew no clowns, never had, never would.

Then it appeared; the face of a fool. Pale to wieiss in the light of the
moon, its young features bruised, unshaven ang ptgfsmile open
like a child’s smile. It had bitten its lip in iexcitement. Blood was
smeared across its lower jaw, and its gums wereslblack with
blood. Still it was a clown. Indisputably a clowwea to its ill-fitting
clothes, so incongruous, so pathetic.

Only the axe didn’t quite match the smile.

It caught the moonlight as the maniac made smadlpping motions
with it, his tiny black eyes glinting with anticipan of the fun ahead.

Almost at the top of the stairs, he stopped, higesnot faltering for a
moment as he gazed at Quaid’s terror.

Quaid’s legs gave out, and he stumbled to his knees

The clown climbed another stair, skipping as hestidhis glittering
eyes fixed on Quaid, filled with a sort of benigalioe. The axe
rocked back and forth in his white hands, in atpetersion of the
killing stroke.

Quaid knew him.

It was his pupil: his guinea-pig, transformed itite image of his own
dread.

Him. Of all men. Him. The deaf boy.



The skipping was bigger now, and the clown was ngaki deep-
throated noise, like the call of some fantastigal.brhe axe was
describing wider and wider sweeps in the air, @aoke lethal than the
last.

“Stephen,” said Quaid.

The name meant nothing to Steve. All he saw wasnitgth opening.
The mouth closing. Perhaps a sound came out: peri@plt was
irrelevant to him.

The throat of the clown gave out a screech, andxlkeeswung up over
his head, two-handed. At the same moment the nhigteydance
became a run, as the axe man leapt the last tue atad ran into the
bedroom, full into the spotlight.

Quaid’s body half turned to avoid the killing blolyt not quickly or
elegantly enough. The blade slit the air and slibedugh the back of
Quaid’s arm, sheering off most of his triceps, ®@ratg his humerus
and opening the flesh of his lower arm in a gasi jilst missed his
artery.

Quaid’s scream could have been heard ten houses exaept that
those houses were rubble. There was nobody to Keaody to come
and drag the clown off him.

The axe, eager to be about its business, was ltpaki@Quaid’s thigh
now, as though it was chopping a log. Yawning wauiodir or five
inches deep exposed the shiny steak of the phitestgpmuscle, the
bone, the marrow. With each stroke the clown wautdat the axe to
pull it out, and Quaid’s body would jerk like a pgi.

Quaid screamed. Quaid begged. Quaid cajoled.

The clown didn't hear a word.

All he heard was the noise in his head: the wtastlee whoops, the
howls, the hums. He had taken refuge where nonatargument, nor
threat, would ever fetch him out again. Where thertp of his heart
was law, and the whine of his blood was music.



How he danced, this deaf-boy, danced like a loset®his tormentor
gaping like a fish, the depravity of his intellsdenced forever. How
the blood spurted! How it gushed and fountained!

The little clown laughed to see such fun. There avagyht's
entertainment to be had here, he thought. The aseg friend
forever, keen and wise. It could cut, and cross4itebuld slice and
amputate, yet still they could keep this man ali/éhey were cunning
enough, alive for a long, long while.

Steve was happy as a lamb. They had the rest ofighé¢ ahead of
them, and all the music he could possibly want seasding in his
head.

And Quaid knew, meeting the clown’s vacant stareugh an air
turned bloody, that there was worse in the worlhttread. Worse
than death itself.

There was pain without hope of healing. There waghat refused to
end, long after the mind had begged the body teecednd worst,
there were dreams come true.

HELL'S EVENT

HELL CAME UP to the streets and squares of Londhat September,
icy from the depths of the Ninth Circle, too frozernbe warmed even
by the swelter of an Indian summer. It had laiglens as carefully as
ever, plans being what they were, and fragile. Timeg it was perhaps
a little more finicky than usual, checking eversgtldetail twice or
three times, to be certain it had every chanceiohivg this vital
game.

It had never lacked competitive spirit; it had nhetd life against flesh
a thousand thousand times down the centuries, soegetvinning,



more often losing. Wagers were, after all, thefsitifits advancement.
Without the human urge to compete, to bargain,tarmsbt,
Pandemonium might well have fallen for want ofagtis. Dancing,
dog racing, fiddle-playing: it was all one to thdfg; all a game in
which it might, if it played with sufficient wit, @ner a soul or two.
That was why Hell came up to London that brigheldiay: to run a
race, and to win, if it could, enough souls to kadpsy with perdition
another age.

Cameron tuned his radio; the voice of the commenttdred and
faded as though he was speaking from the PoleaidstESt Paul’s
Cathedral. It was still a good half-hour before thee began, but
Cameron wanted to listen to the warm-up commenjasyto hear
what they were saying about his boy.

“. .. atmosphere is electric. . . probably tentholu-sands along the
route. . .”

The voice disappeared: Cameron cursed, and toytadha dial until
the imbecilities reappeared.

“...been called the race of the year, and whatyatda! Isn’t it, Jim?”

“It certainly is, Mike —"

“That’s big Jim Delaney, who'’s up there in the HEy¢he Sky, and
he’ll be following the race along the route, giviag a bird’s eye view,
won't you, Jim?”

“I certainly will, Mike —"

“Well, There’s a lot of activity behind the lindyeg competitors are all
loosening up for the start. | can see Nick Loyerdh he’s wearing
number three, and | must say he’s looking veryH#é.said to me when
he arrived he didn’t usually like to run on Sunddy he’s made an
exception for this race, because of course it'saity event, and all
the proceeds will be going to Cancer Research.Jiyeds, our Gold
Medallist in the 800 metres is here, and he’ll inening against his
great rival Frank McCloud. And besides the big bagsve got a
smattering of new faces. Wearing number five, thetl African,
Malcolm Voight, and completing the field Lester Kerman, who was
of course the surprise winner of the marathon istAa last year. And



| must say they all look fresh as daisies on thjgesb September
afternoon. Couldn’t ask for a better day, couldJve?”

Joel had woken with bad dreams.

“You'll be fine, stop fretting,” Cameron had toldhin

But he didn’t feel fine; he felt sick in the pit bis stomach. Not pre-
race nerves; he was used to those, and he coulaviledhe feeling.
Two fingers down the throat and throw up, that wesbest remedy
he’d found; get it over and done with. No, this wapre-race nerves,
or anything like them. It was deeper, for a stastthough his bowels,
to his centre, to his source, were cooking.

Cameron had no sympathy.

“It's a charity race, not the Olympics,” he saiogpking the boy over.
“Act your age.”

That was Cameron’s technique. His mellow voice masle for
coaxing, but was used to bully. Without that buityithere would have
been no gold medal, no cheering crowds, no admgirig. One of the
tabloids had voted Joel the best loved black fadengland. It was
good to be greeted as a friend by people he’'d neetrhe liked the
admiration, however short-lived it might turn oatlte.

“They love you,” said Cameron. “God knows why —\theve you.”

Then he laughed, his little cruelty over.

“You'll be all right, son,” he said. “Get out andr for your life.”

Now, in the broad daylight, Joel looked at the oéghe field and felt a
little more buoyant. Kinderman had stamina, bub&ae no finishing
power over middle distance. Marathon technique avdsferent skill
altogether. Besides he was so short-sighted he wioeerimmed
glasses so thick they gave him the look of a beohireg. No danger



there. Loyer; he was good, but this wasn’t reaitydistance either. He
was a hurdler, and a sometime sprinter. 400 metasshis limit and
even then he wasn't happy. Voight, the South Afrid&ell, there was
not much information on him. Obviously a fit manjudge by the look
of him, and someone to watch out for just in casegrung a surprise.
But the real problem of the race was McCloud. bael run against
Frank “Flash” McCloud three times. Twice beaten Imio second
place, once (painfully) had the positions reverged Frankie boy
had a few scores to settle: especially the Olymgéfsat; he hadn’t
liked taking the silver. Frank was the man to watcharity race or no
charity race McCloud would be running his best,the crowd and for
his pride. He was at the line already testing tagtisig position, his
ears practically pricked. Flash was the man, ndtlotiit.

For a moment Joel caught Voight staring at him. durali that.
Competitors seldom even glanced at each otherdafoace, it was a
kind of coyness. The man’s face was pale, anddirsline was
receding. He looked to be in his early thirtie, lvad a younger,
leaner physique. Long legs, big hands. A body sanwebut of
proportion to his head. When their eyes met, Voigbked away. The
fine chain around his neck caught the sun andringfix he was
wearing glinted gold as it swung gently beneathchis.

Joel had his good-luck charm with him too. Tuckad ithe waistband
of his shorts, a lock of his mother’s hair, whitte sad plaited for him
half a decade ago, before his first major race.l&lukreturned to
Barbados the following year, and died there. A ggeief: an
unforgettable loss. Without Cameron, he would havenbled.

Cameron watched the preparations from the stegiedfathedral; he
planned to see the start, then ride his bike rahadack of the Strand
to catch the finish. He’d arrive well before thengmetitors, and he
could keep up with the race on his radio. He fettadywith the day. His
boy was in fine shape, nausea or no nausea, amddbevas an ideal
way to keep the lad in a competitive mood withotgrestretching
him. It was quite a distance of course, across atelgircus, along
Fleet Street and past Temple Bar into the Strdoesh tutting across
the corner of Trafalgar and down Whitehall to theukles of
Parliament. Running on tarmac too. But it was gexjgerience for
Joel, and it would pressure him a little, which wasful. There was a
distance runner in the boy, and Cameron knew id Hever been a
sprinter, he couldn’t pace himself accurately efoulite needed
distance and time, to find his pulse, to settle mlawd to work out his
tactics. Over 800 metres the boy was a naturakthide was a model



of economy, his rhythm damn-near perfect. But mbeehad courage.
Courage had won him the gold, and courage woulel i@k first to the
finish again and again. That's what made Joel ghffe Any number

of technical whizz-kids came and went, but withcotirage to
supplement those skills they went for almost nahiro risk when it
was worth risking, to run ‘til the pain blinded ydhat was special and
Cameron knew it. He liked to think he’d had aditdif it himself.

Today, the boy looked less than happy. Women teowlals Cameron’s
bet. There were always problems with women, eslpgeigh the
golden boy reputation Joel had garnered. He'd toeekplain that
there’d be plenty of time for bed and bawd whencaiser had run out
of steam, but Joel wasn't interested in celibaog, @ameron didn’t
altogether blame him.

The pistol was raised, and fired. A plume of blueitessmoke
followed by a sound more pop than bang. The shéewvtioe pigeons
from the dome of St Paul’s and they rose in a ehatj congregation,
their worship interrupted.

Joel was off to a good start. Clean, neat and fast.

The crowd began to call his name immediately, theices at his
back, at his side, a gale of loving enthusiasm.

Cameron watched the first two dozen yards, asi¢he jbckeyed for a
running order. Loyer was at the front of the pabkbugh Cameron
wasn’t sure whether he’d got there by choice onckaJoel was
behind McCloud, who was behind Loyer. No hurry, j&aid
Cameron, and slipped away from the starting lins.lditycle was
chained up in Paternoster Row, a minute’s walk ftboensquare. He'd
always hated cars: godless things, crippling, inlanunchristian
things. With a bike you were your own master. Watrdt all a man
could ask?

“— And it's a superb start here, to what looks l&keotentially
marvellous race. They're already across the sqaraalehe crowd’s
going wild here: it really is more like the Europe@aames than a
Charity Race. What does it look like to you, Jim?”

“Well Mike, | can see crowds lining the route detway along Fleet
Street: and I've been asked by the police to ®tigte please not to try
and drive down to see the race, because of colittese roads have



been cleared for the event, and if you try andejmeally you'll get
nowhere.”

“Who’s got the lead at the moment?”

“Well, Nick Loyer is really setting the pace atdlstage in the game,
though of course as we know there’s going to ke afltactical
running over this kind of distance. It's more tllamiddle-distance,
and it's less than a marathon, but these men btacticians, and
they”ll each be trying to let the other make thening in the early
stages.”

Cameron always said: let the others be heroes.

That was a hard lesson to learn, Joel had founcrttne pistol was
fired it was difficult not to go for broke, unwirgliddenly like a tight
spring. All gone in the first two hundred yards amadhing left in
reserve.

It's easy to be a hero, Cameron used to say. dtlever, It's not
clever at all. Don’t waste your time showing offs{ let the Supermen
have their moment. Hang on to the pack, but hotdk ladittle. Better
to be cheered at the post because you won thantihewecall you a
good-hearted loser.

Win. Win. Win.

At all costs. At almost all costs.

Win.

The man who doesn’t want to win is no friend of jihe’d say. If you
want to do it for the love of it, for the sportigfdo it with somebody
else. Only public schoolboys believe that crap alioeijoy of playing
the game. There’s no joy for losers, boy. Whatldidy?

There’s no joy for losers.



Be barbaric. Play the rules, but play them to iimi .| As far as you
can push, push. Let no other sonofabitch tell yiffergntly. You're
here to win. What did | say?

Win.

In Paternoster Row the cheering was muted, andhithéows of the
buildings blocked the sun. It was almost cold. plgeons still passed
over, unable to settle now they'd been roused fifogir roost. They
were the only occupants of the back streets. Téteofehe living
world, it seemed, was watching this race.

Cameron unlocked his bicycle, pocketed the chathpau-locks, and
hopped on. Pretty healthy for a fifty year old heught, despite the
addiction to cheap cigars. He switched on the rdelexeption was
bad, walled in by the buildings; all crackle. Heat astride his bike
and tried to improve the tuning. It did a littleagb

“— and Nick Loyer is falling behind already —"

That was quick. Mind you, Loyer was past his primyewo or three
years. Time to throw in the spikes and let the gaumen take over.
He’d had to do it, though my God it had been pdir@ameron
remembered acutely how he’d felt at thirty-threbew he realized that
his best running years were over. It was like hgwine foot buried in
the grave, a salutary reminder of how quickly tbdyblooms and
begins to wither.

As he pedaled out of the shadows into a sunnieetsér black
Mercedes, chauffeur-driven, sailed past, so quietiguld have been
wind-propelled. Cameron caught sight of the passengnly briefly.
One he recognized as a man Voight had been talkithgbefore the
race, a thin faced individual of about forty, waghmouth so tight his
lips might have been surgically removed.

Beside him sat Voight.

Impossible as it seemed it was Voight's face thatged back out of
the smoked glass windows; he was even dresselldoate.



Cameron didn't like the look of this at all. He’desx the South African
five minutes earlier, off and running. So who wais? A double
obviously. It smelt of a fix, somehow; it stankiigh heaven.

The Mercedes was already disappearing around @icaameron
turned off the radio and pedaled pell-mell after tar. The balmy sun
made him sweat as he rode.

The Mercedes was threading its way through theomastreets with
some difficulty, ignoring all the One Way signsitasent. Its slow
passage made it relatively easy for Cameron to Keepehicle in
view without being seen by its occupants, thoughetffiort was
beginning to light a fire in his lungs.

In a tiny, nameless alley just west of Fetter Lamegre the shadows
were particularly dense, the Mercedes stopped. @amhbidden from
view round a corner not twenty yards from the watched as the door
was opened by the chauffeur and the lipless mah,thve Voight look-
alike close behind, stepped out and went into aeseript building.
When all three had disappeared Cameron proppdukesip against
the wall and fol-lowed.

The street was pin-drop hushed. From this distdmeeoar of the
crowd was only a murmur. It could have been anotiwetd, this
street. The flitting shadows of birds, the windavfshe buildings
bricked up, the peeling paint, the rotten smethim still air. A dead
rabbit lay in the gutter, a black rabbit with a tehcollar, someone’s
lost pet. Flies rose and fell on it, alternatebrééd and ravenous.

Cameron crept towards the open door as quietlyagds able. He
had, as it turned out, nothing to fear. The trid Hesappeared down
the dark hallway of the house long since. The ais wool in the hall,
and smelt of damp. Looking fearless, but feelingidf Cameron
entered the blind building. The wall-paper in tladiliay was shit-
coloured, the paint the same. It was like walkimtg ia bowel; a dead
man”s bowel, cold and shitty. Ahead, the stairwasg bollapsed,
preventing access to the upper storey. They hadora up, but down.

The door to the cellar was adjacent to the defstaitcase, and
Cameron could hear voices from below.

No time like the present, he thought, and openeditor sufficiently
to squeeze into the dark beyond. It was icy. Nst gold, not damp,



but refrigerated. For a moment he thought he’dmtdpnto a cold
storage room. His breath became a mist at hishiggeeth wanted to
chatter.

Can’t turn back now, he thought, and started ddwenftost-slick steps.
It wasn’t impossibly dark. At the bottom of thegfiit, a long way
down, a pale light flickered, its uninspired glogpaing to the day.
Cameron glanced longingly round at the open dobmigehim. It
looked extremely tempting, but he was curious,ls@as. There was
nothing to do but descend.

In his nostrils the scent of the place teased. &tkahlousy sense of
smell, and a worse palate, as his wife was foneéminding him.
She’d say he couldn’t distinguish between garlid amose, and it was
probably true. But the smell in this deep meantetbimg to him,
something that stirred the acid in his belly infe.l

Goats. It smelt, ha, he wanted to tell her thenthete how he'd
remembered, it smelt of goats.

He was almost at the bottom of the stairs, twemigybe thirty, feet
underground. The voices were still some distancayabehind a
second door.

He was standing in a little chamber, its walls paudtite-washed and
scrawled with obscene graffiti, mostly picturedlté sex-act. On the
floor, a candelabra, seven forked. Only two ofdivgy candles were
lit, and they burned with a guttering flame thatsvedmost blue. The
goaty smell was stronger now: and mingled withensso sickly-
sweet it belonged in a Turkish brothel.

Two doors led off the chamber, and from behind Gameron heard
the conversation continuing. With scrupulous cautie crossed the
slippery floor to the door, straining to make seofthe murmuring
voices. There was an urgency in them.

“— hurry —”

“— the right skills —”

“children, children —"



Laughter.

“I| believe we — tomorrow — all of us —"

Laughter again.

Suddenly the voices seemed to change directiohtlzes speakers
were moving back towards the door. Cameron toadetisteps back
across the icy floor, almost colliding with the databra. The flames
spat and whispered in the chamber as he passed.

He had to choose either the stairs or the other. dde stairs
represented utter retreat. If he climbed them be'dafe, but he would
never know. Never know why the cold, why the bliaenes, why the
smell of goats. The door was a chance. Back tosteyes on the door
opposite, he fought with the bitingly cold brassdile. It turned with
some tussling, and he ducked out of sight as tbe clgposite opened.
The two movements were perfectly syncopated:

God was with him.

Even as he closed the door he knew he’d made an &od wasn’t
with him at all.

Needles of cold penetrated his head, his teetteys, his fingers. He
felt as though he’d been thrown naked into thethefaan iceberg. His
blood seemed to stand still in his veins: the gpihis tongue
crystallized: the mucus on the lining of his noseked as it turned to
ice. The cold seemed to cripple him: he couldné&return round.

Barely able to move his joints, he fumbled for tigarette lighter with
fingers so numb they could have been cut off withoon feeling it.

The lighter was already glued to his hand, the swedis fingers had
turned to frost. He tried to ignite it, against thak, against the cold.
Reluctantly it sparked into a spluttering half-life



The room was large: an ice-cavern. Its walls, ritsrested roof,
sparkled and shone. Stalactites of ice, lance-shammy over his head.
The floor on which he stood, poised uncertainlys waked towards a
hole in the middle of the room. Five or six feetass, its edges and
walls were so lined with ice it seemed as thoughiex had been
arrested as it poured down into the darkness.

He thought of Xanadu, a poem he knew by heart.

Visions of another Albion —"Where Alph the sacré¢er ran,
Through caverns measureless to man, Down to assuséa.”

If there was indeed a sea down there, it was &freea. It was death
forever.

It was as much as he could do to keep uprightreegnt himself from
sliding down the incline towards the unknown. Tighter flickered as
an icy air blew it out.

“Shit,” said Cameron as he was plunged into darknéfhether the
word alerted the trio outside, or whether God desknim totally at
that moment and invited them to open the door, teldvnever know.
But as the door swung wide it pushed Cameron sffdet. Too numb
and too frozen to prevent his fall he collapsethtice floor as the
smell of the goat wafted into the room.

Cameron half turned. Voight's double was at therdas was the
chauffeur, and the third man in the Mercedes. Heevaocoat
apparently made of several goat-skins. The hoowdghe horns still
hung from it. The blood on its fur was brown anangay.

“What are you doing here, Mr Cameron?” asked the-goated man.

Cameron could barely speak. The only feeling lettis head was a
pin-point of agony in the middle of his forehead.



“What the hell is going on?” he said, through Igdsost too frozen to
move.

“Precisely that, Mr Cameron,” the man replied. “Hglgoing on.”

As they ran past St Mary-le-Strand, Loyer glanceklitd him, and
stumbled. Joel, a full three metres behind thedeadknew the man
was giving up. So quickly too; there was somettangss. He
slackened his pace, letting McCloud and Voight jeiss No great
hurry. Kinderman was quite a way behind, unableoimpete with
these fast boys. He was the tortoise in this facesure. Loyer was
overtaken by McCloud, then Voight, and finally Jerm&d Kinderman.
His breath had suddenly deserted him, and hisfédgke lead.
Worse, he was seeing the tarmac under his runhiogsscreaking and
cracking, and fingers, like loveless children, seglup out of the
ground to touch him. Nobody else was seeing theseamed. The
crowds just roared on, while these illusory hanadk® out of their
tarmac graves and secured a hold on him. He cekhipso their dead
arms exhausted, his youth broken and his stremgihtsThe enquiring
fingers of the dead continued to pluck at him, laftgr the doctors
had removed him from the track, examined him anldtsel him.

He knew why, of course, lying there on the hot terwhile they had
their pricking way with him. He’d looked behind hifihat's what had
made them come. He’d looked — “And after Loyer'ssaional
collapse, the race is open wide. Frank the Flas@Iddal is setting the
pace now, and he’s really speeding away from thebwgy, Voight.
Joel Jones is even further behind, he doesn’t $edra keeping up
with the leaders at all. What do you think, Jim?”

“Well he’s either pooped already, or he’s realljing a chance that
they'll exhaust themselves. Remember he’s new thwedistance —”

“Yes, Jim —"

“And that might make him careless. Certainly hedsshg to have to do
a lot of work to improve on his present positiorthird place.”



Joel felt giddy. For a moment, as he’d watched kdggin to lose his
grip on the race, he’d heard the man praying aud.I®raying to God
to save him. He’'d been the only one who heard thelsv— “Yea,
though | walk through the shadows of the Valleypefith | shall fear
no evil, for thou art with me, thy rod and thy $tiley —”

The sun was hotter now, and Joel was beginningebtfie familiar
voices of his tiring limbs. Running on tarmac wascdon the feet,
hard on the joints. Not that that would make a na&e to praying. He
tried to put Loyer’s desperation out of his mindgdaoncentrate on the
matter in hand.

There was still a lot of running to do, the raceswat even half over.
Plenty of time to catch up with the heroes: plarityime.

As he ran, his brain idly turned over the prayessniother had taught
him in case he should need one, but the yearsrodeédthem: they
were all but gone.

“My name,” said the goat-coated man, “is Gregorydgg&ss. Member
of Parliament. You wouldn’t know me. | try to keapow profile.”

“MP?” said Cameron.

“Yes. Independent. Very independent.”

“Is that Voight’s brother?”

Burgess glanced at Voight's other self. He wasaven shivering in
the intense cold, despite the fact that he was webring a thin singlet
and shorts.

“Brother?” Burgess said. “No, no. He is my — wisathe word?
Familiar.”

The word rang a bell, but Cameron wasn’t well-ra&tiat was a
familiar?



“Show him,” said Burgess magnanimously. Voight'sdahook, the
skin seeming to shrivel, the lips curling back frime teeth, the teeth
melting into a white wax that poured down a gultett was itself
transfiguring into a column of shimmering silvehéelface was no
longer human, no longer even mammalian. It had ineca fan of
knives, their blades glistening in the candleligirtbugh the door. Even
as this bizarrerie became fixed, it started to glkaagain, the knives
melting and darkening, fur sprouting, eyes appeaaimd swelling to
balloon size. Antennae leapt from this new headdiides were
extruded from the pulp of transfiguration, and iead of a bee, huge
and perfectly intricate, now sat on Voight's neck.

Burgess obviously enjoyed the display; he applawd#ddgloved
hands.

“Familiars both,” he said, gesturing to the chauffevho had removed
the cap, and let a welter of auburn hair fall to ¢$tfeulders. She was
ravishingly beautiful, a face to give your life f@ut an illusion, like
the other. No doubt capable of infinite personae.

“They’re both mine, of course,” said Burgess proudl

“What?” was all Cameron could manage; he hopetbddsfor all the
guestions in his head.

“| serve Hell, Mr Cameron. And in its turn Hell ses me.”

“Hell?”

“Behind you, one of the entrances to the Ninth IEir¥ou know your
Dante, | presume?

“Lo! Dis; and lo! the place where thou hast needro thy heart with
strength.”



“Why are you here?”

“To run this race. Or rather my third familiar isedy running the
race. He will not be beaten this time. This timis idell's event, Mr
Cameron, and we shall not be cheated of the prize.”

“Hell,” said Cameron again.

“You believe don’t you? You're a good church-gdatill pray before
you eat, like any God-fearing soul. Afraid of chadtion your dinner.”

“How do you know | pray?”

“Your wife told me. Oh, your wife was very inforninat about you, Mr
Cameron, she really opened up to me. Very accomumgod#\
confirmed analyst, after my attentions. She gavesoneuch . . .
information. You're a good Socialist, aren’t yoikel your father.”

“Politics now —"

“Oh, politics is the hub of the issue, Mr Camerdfithout politics
We're lost in a wilderness, aren’t we? Even Hekd®order. Nine
great circles: a pecking order of punishments. Laookn; see for
yourself.”

Cameron could feel the hole at his back: he dide&d to look.

“We stand for order, you know. Not chaos. Thats joeavenly
propaganda. And you know what we’ll win?”

“It's a charity race.”

“Charity is the least of it. We’re not running thiace to save the world
from cancer. We’'re running it for government.”

Cameron half-grasped the point.



“Government,” he said.

“Once every century this race is run from St Paid’'the Palace of
Westminster. Often it has been run at the deadgbit runheralded,
unapplauded. Today it is run in full sunshine, watt by thousands.
But whatever the circumstance, it is always theeseawe. Your
athletes, against one of ours. If you win, anotherdred years of
democracy. If we win . . . as we will . . . the esfdhe world as you
know it.”

At his back Cameron felt a vibration. The expressa Burgess’ face
had abruptly changed; the confidence had becomeleth the
smugness was instantly replaced by a look of nerexgitement.

“Well, well,” he said, his hands flapping like b&d‘lt seems we are
about to be visited by higher powers. How flattgrn”

Cameron turned, and peered over the edge of tlee halidn’'t matter
how curious he was now. They had him; he may akseelall there
was to see.

A wave of icy air blew up from the sunless circtelan the darkness
of the shaft he could see a shape approachingat®ment was
steady, and its face was thrown back to look atbed.

Cameron could hear its breathing, see the wouiitd &¢atures open
and close in the murk, oily bone locking and unlogHKike the face of
a crab.

Burgess was on his knees, the two familiars flathenfloor to either
side of him, faces to the ground.

Cameron knew he would have no other chance. Hel stpphis limbs
hardly in his control, and blundered towards Busg@gose eyes were
closed in reverent prayer. More by accident thaenition his knee
caught Burgess under the jaw as he passed, amdathevas sent
sprawling. Cameron’s soles slid on the floor outhef ice-cavern and
into the candlelit chamber beyond.



Behind him, the room was filling with smoke andhgigand Cameron,
like Lot’s wife fleeing from the destruction of Samh, glanced back
just once to see the forbidden sight behind him.

It was emerging from the shaft, its grey bulk figithe hole, lit by
some radiance from below. Its eyes, deep-set indked bone of its
elephantine head, met Cameron’s through the open d@bey seemed
to touch him like a kiss, entering his thought®tiyh his eyes.

He was not turned to salt. Pulling his curious geaaway from the
face, he skated across the ante-chamber and startéohb the stairs
two and three at a time, falling and climbing, ifadl and climbing. The
door was still ajar. Beyond it, daylight and therlao

He flung the door open and collapsed into the Fafivieeling the
warmth already beginning to wake his frozen nerV¥égre was no
noise on the stairs behind him: clearly they wereih awe of their
fleshless visitor to follow him. He hauled himsalbng the wall of the
hallway, his body wracked with shivers and chatigsi

Still they didn’t follow.

Outside the day was blindingly bright, and he begaieel the
exhilaration of escape. It was like nothing he’@rmefelt before. To
have been so close, yet survived. God had beenhmttafter all.

He staggered along the road back to his bicyclerdrined to stop
the race, to tell the world —His bike was untouchtdhandlebars
warm as his wife’s arms.

As he hooked his leg over, the look he had exchémgih Hell caught
fire. His body, ignorant of the heat in his bratontinued about its
business for a moment, putting its feet on the |sealad starting to ride
away.

Cameron felt the ignition in his head and knew las dead.

The look, the glance behind him —Lot’s wife.



Like Lot’s stupid wife —The lightning leapt betwehis ears: faster
than thought.

His skull cracked, and the lightning, white-hotpsbut from the
furnace of his brain. His eyes withered to blacksnn his sockets, he
belched light from mouth and nostrils. The combarsturned him into
a column of black flesh in a matter of secondshauit a flame or a
wisp of smoke.

Cameron’s body was completely incinerated by tmetihe bicycle
careered off the road and crashed through the’sagbop window,
where it lay like a dummy, face down amongst tHeeassuits. He, too,
had looked back.

The crowds at Trafalgar Square were a seething ofasghusiasm.
Cheers, tears and flags. It was as though thiis tdte had become
something special for these people: a ritual tgaiscance of which
they could not know. Yet somewhere in them theyeusithod the day
was laden with sulphur, they sensed their livesdtan tiptoe to reach
heaven. Especially the children. They ran alongadloke, shouting
incoherent blessings, their faces squeezed upthaihfears. Some
called his name.

“Joel! Joel!”

Or did he imagine that? Had he imagined, too, tiaggy from Loyer’s
lips, and the signs in the radiant faces of thedsabeld high to watch
the runners pass?

As they turned into Whitehall Frank McCloud glan@ahfidentially
over his shoulder and Hell took him.

It was sudden: it was simple.

He stumbled, an icy hand in his chest crushinditeeut of him. Joel
slowed as he approached the man. His face wasepinipllips foamy.

“McCloud,” he said, and stopped to stare in hisgreval’s thin face.



McCloud looked up at him from behind a veil of sradkat had turned
his grey eyes ochre. Joel reached down to help him.

“Don’t touch me,” McCloud growled. The filament wets in his eyes
bulged and bled.

“Cramp?” asked Joel. “Is it cramp?”

“Run, you bastard, run,” McCloud was saying at haimthe hand in
his innards seized his life out. He was oozing 8ltoough the pores
on his face now, weeping red tears. “Run. And dlmok back. For
Christ’s sake, don't look back.”

“What is it?”

“Run for your life!”

The words weren’t requests but imperatives.

Run.

Not for gold or glory. Just to live.

Joel glanced up, suddenly aware that there was boge-headed
thing at his back, cold breath on his neck.

He picked up his heels and ran.

“— Well, things aren’t going so well for the runsdrere, Jim. After
Loyer going down so sensationally, now Frank Mc@ltas stumbled
too. I've never seen anything quite like it. Butdemms to have had a
few words with Joel Jones as he ran past, so helmeusK.”

McCloud was dead by the time they put him in théalance, and
putrefied by the following morning.



Joel ran. Jesus, did he run. The sun had becowedas in his face,
washing the colour out of the cheering crowds,afube faces, out of
the flags. Everything was one sheet of noise, dthof humanity.

Joel knew the feeling that was coming over him,siese of
dislocation that accompanied fatigue and over-orgtjen. He was
running in a bubble of his own consciousness, thmksweating,
suffering by himself, for himself, in the name afiself.

And it wasn’t so bad, this being alone. Songs begditl his head:
snatches of hymns, sweet phrases from love soigsriidymes. His
self idled, and his dream-mind, unnamed and fesrtesk over.

Ahead, washed by the same white rain of light, Waight. That was
the enemy, that was the thing to be surpassedh¥,oagth his shining
crucifix rocking in the sun. He could do it, asdoas he didn’t look, as
long as he didn’t look —Behind him.

Burgess opened the door of the Mercedes and clinmbddme had
been wasted: valuable time. He should be at thesé®oaf Parliament,
at the finishing line, ready to welcome the runrfeme. There was a
scene to play, in which he would pretend the mild amiling face of
democracy. And tomorrow? Not so mild.

His hands were clammy with excitement, and hisgpiipe suit smelt
of the goat-skin coat he was obliged to wear inrtioan. Still, nobody
would notice; and even if they did what English-mrasuld be so
impolite to mention that he smelt goaty?

He hated the Lower Chamber, the perpetual ice diwain yawning
hole with its distant sound of loss. But all thatsaover now. He'd
made his oblations, he’'d shown his utter and ceasealdoration of the
pit; now it was time to reap the rewards.

As they drove, he thought of his many sacrificeartition. At first,
minor stuff: kittens and cockerels. Later, he wadiscover how
ridiculous they thought such gestures were. Bth@beginning he’'d
been innocent: not knowing what to give or howitegt. They began
to make their requirements clear as the years lagrand he, in time,



learnt to practice the etiquette of selling hislsbiis self
mortifications were studiously planned and immaighjastaged,
though they had left him without nipples or the @ab children. It was
worth the pain, though: the power came to him byreles. A triple
first at Oxford, a wife endowed beyond the dreafsri@pism, a seat
in Parliament, and soon, soon enough, the coutstef.i

The cauterized stumps of his thumbs ached, asoftery did when he
was nervous. Idly, he sucked on one.

“— Well We're now in the closing stages of whatlhghas been one
hell of a race, eh, Jim?”

“Oh yes, It’s really been a revelation, hasn't\dight is really the
outsider of the field; and here he is streakingyafs@am the
competition without much effort. Of course, Jonesdmthe unselfish
gesture of checking with Frank McCloud that he waeed all right
after that bad fall of his, and that put him behind

“It's lost the race for Jones really, hasn™t it?”

“I think that’s right. I think it lost the race fdrim.”

“This is a charity race, of course.”

“Absolutely. And in a situation like this it's nethether you win or
lose —”

“It's how you play the game.”

“Right.”

“Right.”



“Well they're both in sight of the Houses of Pamient now as they
come round the bend of Whitehall. And the crowdsdureering their
boy on, but I really think it's a lost cause —”

“Mind you, he brought something special out of ltiag) in Sweden.”

“He did. He did.”

“Maybe he’ll do it again.”

Joel ran, and the gap between himself and Voiglstiveginning to
close. He concentrated on the man’s back, his legesg into his
shirt, learning his rhythm, looking for weaknesses.

There was a slowing there. The man was not as$asé had been. An
unevenness had crept into his stride, a sure ditatigue.

He could take him. With courage, he could take him.

And Kinderman. He’d forgotten about Kinderman. With thinking,
Joel glanced over his shoulder and looked behind hi

Kinderman was way back, still keeping his steadyattn runner’'s
pace unchanged. But there was some-thing elsedbdbal: another
runner, almost on his heels; ghostly, vast.

He averted his eyes and stared ahead, cursinguipislisy.

He was gaining on Voight with every pace. The mas veally
running out of steam, quite clearly. Joel knew beld take him for
certain, if he worked at it. Forget his pursueratever it was, forget
everything except overtaking Voight.

But the sight at his back wouldn’t leave his head.



“Don’t look back”: McCloud’s words. Too late, hedbne it. Better to
know then who this phantom was.

He looked again.

At first he saw nothing, just Kinderman joggingrado And then the
ghost runner appeared once more and he knew wtdirbaght
McCloud and Loyer down.

It was no runner, living or dead. It wasn’t evemtan. A smoky body,
and yawning darkness for its head, it was Hellfitbat was pressing
on him.

“Don’t look back.”

Its mouth, if mouth it was, was open. Breath sale¢bimade Joel gasp,
swirled around him. That was why Loyer had muttgread/ers as he
ran. Much good it had done him; death had come agyw

Joel looked away, not caring to see Hell so clbygeng to ignore the
sudden weakness in his knees.

Now Voight, too, was glancing behind him. The Iaokhis face was
dark and uneasy: and Joel knew somehow that hadpsiiato Hell,
that the shadow behind him was Voight's master.

“Voight. Voight. Voight. Voight—" Joel expelled theord with every
stride.

Voight heard his name being spoken.

“Black bastard,” he said aloud.

Joel's stride lengthened a little. He was withio tuetres of Hell’s
runner.

“Look.. . Behind. . . You,” said Voight.



“| see it.”

“It's. .. come. .. for...you.”

The words were mere melodrama: two-dimensionalwkie master of
his body wasn’t he? And he was not afraid of dasknbe was painted
in it. Wasn’t that what made him less than humafaaas so many
people were concerned? Or more, more than humaaodlielr,

sweatier, fleshier. More arm, more leg, more hééate strength,
more appetite. What could Hell do? Eat him? He&lgdoul on the
palate. Freeze him? He was too hot-blooded, tdotfas living.

Nothing would take him, he was a barbarian withrttemners of a
gentleman.

Neither night nor day entirely.

Voight was suffering: his pain was in his torn lihean the gangling
rags of his stride. They were just fifty metresfirthe steps and the
finishing line, but Voight's lead was being stegdiroded; each step
brought the runners closer.

Then the bargains began.

“Listen. .. to. .. me.”

“What are you?”

“Power. . . I’ll get you power. . . just. . . let. us win.”

Joel was almost at his side now.

“Too late.”

His legs elated: his mind spun with pleasure. HeHind him: Hell
beside him, what did he care? He could run.



He passed Voight, joints fluent: an easy machine.

“Bastard. Bastard. Bastard —” the familiar was sgyhis face
contorted with the agonies of stress. And didret flace flicker as Joel
passed it by? Didn't its features seem to lose, erdarily, the illusion
of being human?

Then Voight was falling behind him, and the cromdse cheering,
and the colours were flooding back into the woltldvas victory
ahead. He didn’t know for what cause, but victoeyertheless.

There was Cameron, he saw him now, standing ostéps beside a

man Joel didn’t know, a man in a pinstripe suittm@eson was smiling
and shouting with uncharacteristic enthusiasm, tweicig to Joel from
the steps.

He ran, if anything, a little faster towards thaighing line, his
strength coaxed by Cameron'’s face.

Then the face seemed to change. Was it the heatthazmade his
hair shimmer? No, the flesh of his cheeks was bagllow, and there
were dark patches growing darker still on his netkis forehead.
Now his hair was rising from his head and cremaliigiogt was
flickering up from his scalp. Cameron was burni@gmeron was
burning, and still the smile, and still the beckanhand.

Joel felt sudden despair.

Hell behind. Hell in front.

This wasn’t Cameron. Cameron was nowhere to be seddameron
was gone.

He knew it in his gut. Cameron was gone: and tlaskparody that
smiled at him and welcomed him was his last momeeayed for
the delight of his admirers.

Joel's step faltered, the rhythm of his stride.l@gthis back he heard
Voight's breath, horridly thick, close, closer.



His whole body suddenly revolted. His stomach detedrio throw up
its contents, his legs cried out to collapse, kadchrefused to think,
only to fear.

“Run,” he said to himself. “Run. Run. Run.”

But Hell was ahead. How could he run into the aofrsuch foulness?

Voight had closed the gap between them, and wiais ahoulder,
jostling him as he passed. The victory was beiragcdred from Joel
easily: sweets from a babe.

The finishing line was a dozen strides away, andjMdad the lead
again. Scarcely aware of what he was doing, Jeehexd out and
snatched at Voight as he ran, grabbing his sinijletas a cheat, clear
to everybody in the crowd. But what the Hell.

He pulled hard at Voight, and both men stumbleca: Giowd parted as
they veered off the track and fell heavily, Voigimt top of Joel.

Joel's arm, flung out to prevent him falling tocakdy, was crushed
under the weight of both bodies. Caught badlybibvee of his forearm
cracked. Joel heard it snap a moment before héhieekpasm; then the
pain threw a cry out of his mouth.

On the steps, Burgess was screeching like a wildl Qaite a
performance. Cameras were snapping, commen-taiorsienting.

“Get up! Get up!” the man was yelling.

But Joel had snatched Voight with his one good amd, nothing was
going to make him let go.

The two rolled around in the gravel, every rollgiring Joel's arm and
sending spurts of nausea through his gut.



The familiar playing Voight was exhausted. It hayer been so tired:
unprepared for the stress of the race its mastedamanded it run. Its
temper was short, its control perilously closertapping. Joel could
smell its breath on his face, and it was the sofadl goat.

“Show yourself,” he said.

The thing’s eyes had lost their pupils: they wdlevhite now. Joel
hawked up a clot of phlegm from the back of hiskkspittled mouth
and spat it in the familiar’s face.

Its temper broke.

The face dissolved. What had seemed to be flestugaf into a new
resemblance, a devouring trap without eyes or rarsears, or hair.

All around, the crowd shrank back. People shriekedple fainted.
Joel saw none of this: but heard the cries witlsfsattion. This
transformation was not just for his benefit: it vemsnmon knowledge.
They were seeing it all, the truth, the filthy, gaptruth.

The mouth was huge, and lined with teeth like tla@vrof some deep-
water fish, ridiculously large. Joel’s one good amas under its lower
jaw, just managing to keep it at bay, as he craedhélp.

Nobody stepped forward.

The crowd stood at a polite distance, still scremmnstill staring,
unwilling to interfere. It was purely a spectatpos, wrestling with
the Devil. Nothing to do with them.

Joel felt the last of his strength falter: his arould keep the mouth at
bay no longer. Despairing, he felt the teeth abhisv and at his chin,
felt them pierce his flesh and his bone, felt, finahe white night
invade him, as the mouth bit off his face.

The familiar rose up from the corpse with stranfi3oel's head
hanging out from between its teeth. It had takdrnha features like a
mask, leaving a mess of blood and jerking musol¢hé open hole of



Joel's mouth the root of his tongue flapped andtspiy past speaking
SOrrow.

Burgess didn’t care how he appeared to the wolé. race was
everything: a victory was a victory however it wasn. And Jones had
cheated after all.

“Here!” he yelled to the familiar. “Heel!”

It turned its blood-strung face to him.

“Come here,” Burgess ordered it.

They were only a few yards apart: a few stridethéoline and the race
was won.

“Run to me!” Burgess screeched. “Run! Run! Run!”

The familiar was weary, but it knew its master’sceo It loped
towards the line, blindly following Burgess’ calls.

Four paces. Three — -And Kinderman ran past ihéoline. Short-
sighted.

Kinderman, a pace ahead of Voight, took the ra¢ckout knowing the
victory he had won, without even seeing the hortas were sprawled
at his feet.

There were no cheers as he passed the line. Noatargtions.

The air around the steps seemed to darken, andsaasonal frost
appeared in the air.

Shaking his head apologetically, Burgess fell ®kmnees. “Our Father,
who wert in Heaven, unhallowed be thy name —”

Such an old trick. Such a naive response.



The crowd began to back away. Some people weradyineinning.
Children, knowing the nature of the dark havingrbse recently
touched by it, were the least troubled. They tdwhrtparents’ hands
and led them away from the spot like lambs, teltimgm not to look
behind them, and their parents half-remembereavtimeb, the first
tunnel, the first aching exit from a hallowed plaite first terrible
temptation to look behind and die. Rememberingy thent with their
children.

Only Kinderman seemed untouched. He sat on the steg cleaned
his glasses, smiling to have won, indifferent te ¢hill.

Burgess, knowing his prayers were insufficientnéd tail and
disappeared into the Palace of Westminster.

The familiar, deserted, relinquished all claim tortan appearance and
became itself. Insolid, insipid, it spat out thelftasting flesh of Joel
Jones. Half chewed, the runner’s face lay on tageajrbeside his

body. The familiar folded itself into the air aném back to the Circle
it called home.

It was stale in the corridors of power: no life, mep.

Burgess was out of condition, and his running soecame a walk. A
steady step along the gloom-panelled corridorsfdgsalmost silent
on the well trodden carpet.

He didn’t quite know what to do. Clearly he woulel llamed for his
failure to plan against all eventualities, but heesweonfident he could
argue his way out of that. He would give them whetehey required
as recompense for his lack of foresight. An edoo# he had nothing
to lose but flesh and blood.

But he had to plan his defence carefully, becausg hated bad logic.
It was more than his life was worth to come betbeam with half-
formed excuses.



There was a chill behind him; he knew what it wdsll had followed
him along these silent corridors, even into the/weomb of
democracy. He would survive though, as long asithe&tdurn round:
as long as he kept his eyes on the floor, or othitisibless hands, no
harm would come to him. That was one of the fiessbns one learnt,
dealing with the gulfs.

There was a frost in the air. Burgess’ breath wsible in front of him,
and his head was aching with cold.

“I'm sorry,” he said sincerely to his pursuer.

The voice that came back to him was milder thad lke&pected.

“It wasn’t your fault.”

“No,” said Burgess, taking confidence from its cdiretory tone. “It
was an error and | am contrite. | overlooked Kimalan.”

“That was a mistake. We all make them,” said H&ltill, in another
hundred years, we’ll try again. Democracy is stitiew cult: It's not
lost its superficial glamour yet. We'll give it aiher century, and have
the best of them then.”

“Yes.”

-“But you —”

“I know.”

“No power for you, Gregory.”

“No.”

“It's not the end of the world. Look at me.”

“Not at the moment, if you don’t mind.”



Burgess kept walking, steady step upon steady Kegp it calm, keep
it rational.

“Look at me, please,” Hell cooed.

“Later, sir.”

“I'm only asking you to look at me. A little respegould be
appreciated.”

“I'will. 1 will, really. Later.”

The corridor divided here. Burgess took the leftdh#ork. He thought
the symbolism might flatter. It was a cul-de-sac.

Burgess stood still facing the wall. The cold aaswn his marrow, and
the stumps of his thumbs were really giving him ldp.took off his
gloves and sucked, hard.

“Look at me. Turn and look at me,” said the counegoice.

What was he to do now? Back out of the corridor famalanother way
was best, presumably. He'd just have to walk arcamtiaround in
circles until he’'d argued his point sufficiently Wir his pursuer to
leave him be.

As he stood, juggling the alternatives availablaito, he felt a slight
ache in his neck.

“Look at me,” the voice said again.

And his throat was constricted. There was, strangegrinding in his
head, the sound of bone rasping bone. It feltdikaife was lodged in
the base of his skull.

“Look at me,” Hell said one final time, and Burgessad turned.



Not his body. That stayed standing facing the blaak of the cul-de-
sac.

But his head cranked around on its slender axgstetjarding reason
and anatomy. Burgess choked as his gullet twisteitself like a flesh
rope, his vertebrae screwed to powder, his caditadgibre mush. His
eyes bled, his ears popped, and he died, lookitigpatunless,
unbegotten face.

“I told you to look at me,” said Hell, and went hgter way, leaving
him standing there, a fine paradox for the demsdfind when they
came, bustling with words, into the Palace of Weasster.

JACQUELINE ESS:

HER WILL AND TESTEMENT

MY GOD, SHE thought, this can’t be living. Day oy out: the
boredom, the drudgery, the frustration.

My Christ, she prayed, let me out, set me freegityume if you must,
but put me out of my misery

In lieu of his euthanasian benediction, she toblkade from Ben’s
razor, one dull day in late March, locked herselfhe bathroom, and
slit her wrists.

Through the throbbing in her ears, she faintly tdzen outside the
bathroom door.



“Are you in there, darling?”

“Go away,” she thought she said.

“I'm back early, sweetheart. The traffic was light.

“Please go away.”

The effort of trying to speak slid her off the &dikeat and on to the
white-tiled floor, where pools of her blood wereealdy cooling.

“Darling?”

“Go.”

“Darling.”

“‘“Away.”

“Are you all right?”

Now he was rattling at the door, the rat. Didn’trbalize she couldn’t
open it, wouldn’t open it?

“Answer me, Jackie.”

She groaned. She couldn’t stop herself. The pasnivas terrible as
she’d expected, but there was an ugly feelinghasgh she’d been
kicked in the head. Still, he couldn’t catch hetime, not now. Not
even if he broke the door down.

He broke the door down.

She looked up at him through an air grown so thitk death you
could have sliced it.



“Too late,” she thought she said.

But it wasn't.

My God, she thought, this can’t be suicide. | haweied. The doctor
Ben had hired for her was too perfectly benign.yQné best, he’d
promised, only the very best for my Jackie.

“It's nothing,” the doctor reassured her, “that gan’t put right with a
little tinkering.”

Why doesn’t he just come out with it? she thougl&.doesn’t give a
damn. He doesn’t know what it's like.

“l deal with a lot of these women’s problems,” lenfided, fairly
00zing a practiced compassion. “It's got to epideproportions
among a certain age-bracket.”

She was barely thirty. What was he telling her?t Bha was
prematurely menopausal?

“Depression, partial or total withdrawal, neurosésvery shape and
size. You're not alone, believe me.”

Oh yes | am, she thought. I'm here in my head, gromn, and you
can't know what it’s like.

“We’ll have you right in two shakes of a lamb’slta'm a lamb, am
I? Does he think I'm a lamb?

Musing, he glanced up at his framed qualificatidghen at his
manicured nails, then at the pens on his desk atepad. But he
didn’t look at Jacqueline. Anywhere but at Jacqeeli



“I know,” he was saying now, “what you”ve been thgh, and it's
been traumatic. Women have certain needs. If thayngnswered —"

What would he know about women”s needs?

You're not a woman, she thought.

“What?” he said.

Had she spoken? She shook her head: denying spéetent on;
finding his rhythm once more: “I'm not going to pydu through
interminable therapy-sessions. You don’t want tdatyou? You want
a little reassurance, and you want something to Y&l sleep at
nights.”

He was irritating her badly now. His condescensias so profound it
had no bottom. All-knowing, all-seeing Father; thais his
performance. As if he were blessed with some micasuinsight into
the nature of a woman’s soul.

“Of course, I've tried therapy courses with patgeint the past. But
between you and me —”

He lightly patted her hand. Father’s palm on thekz her hand. She
was supposed to be flattered, reassured, maybesedeiced.

“— between you and me it's so much talk. Endlelis terankly, what
good does it do? We've all got problems. You ctalk them away,
can you?”

You're not a woman. You don’t look like a womanuydon't feel like
awoman —

“Did you say something?”

She shook her head.

“I thought you said something. Please feel frebddonest with me.”



She didn’t reply, and he seemed to tire of pretegéhtimacy. He
stood up and went to the window.

“l think the best thing for you —”

He stood against the light: darkening the room;@b#ng the view of
the cherry trees on the lawn through the windove §hred at his wide
shoulders, at his narrow hips. A fine figure of anpas Ben would
have called him. No child-bearer he. Made to renthkevorld, a body
like that. If not the world, remaking minds wouldve to do.

“I think the best thing for you —”

What did he know, with his hips, with his shouldekse was too much
a man to understand anything of her.

“I think the best thing for you would be a courdesedatives —”

Now her eyes were on his waist.

“— and a holiday.”

Her mind had focused now on the body beneath theereof his
clothes. The muscle, bone and blood beneath thaetkin. She
pictured it from all sides, sizing it up, judgirtg powers of resistance,
then closing on it. She thought: Be a woman.

Simply, as she thought that preposterous ideggab to take shape.
Not a fairy-tale transformation, unfortunately, fiessh resisted such
magic. She willed his manly chest into making bteas$ itself and it
began to swell most fetchingly, until the skin lunsd his sternum
flew apart.

His pelvis, teased to breaking point, fracturetsatentre; unbalanced,
he toppled over on to his desk and from there dtapeat her, his face
yellow with shock. He licked his lips, over and oagain, to find
some wetness to talk with. His mouth was dry: hisds were still-



born. It was from between his legs that all thesaavas coming; the
splashing of his blood; the thud of his bowel oa tarpet.

She screamed at the absurd monstrosity she had aradievithdrew to
the far corner of the room, where she was sickénptot of the rubber
plant.

My God, she thought, this can’t be murder. | didg@tmuch as touch
him.

What Jacqueline had done that afternoon, she &epgrself. No sense
in giving people sleepless nights, thinking abawdhspeculiar talent.

The police were very kind. They produced any nunab@xplanations
for the sudden departure of Dr Blandish, thoughenquite described
how his chest had erupted in that extraordinargitas making two
handsome (if hairy) domes of his pectorals.

It was assumed that some unknown psychotic, sirohgs insanity,
had broken in, done the deed with hands, hammerrsams, and
exited, locking the innocent Jacqueline Ess ingraled silence no
interrogation could hope to penetrate.

Person or persons unknown had clearly dispatcheeddhbtor to where
neither sedatives nor therapy could help him.

She almost forgot for a while. But as the monthsspd it came back
to her by degrees, like a memory of a secret agulieteased her with
its forbidden delights. She forgot the nausea,rantembered the
power. She forgot sordidity, and remembered strerfgjte forgot the
guilt that had seized her afterwards and longetdd to do it again.

Only better.



“Jacqueline.”

Is this my husband, she thought, actually callirgby my name?
Usually it was Jackie, or Jack, or nothing at all.

“Jacqueline.”

He was looking at her with those big baby bluekisf like the
college-boy she’d loved at first sight. But his rtftowas harder now,
and his kisses tasted like stale bread.

“Jacqueline.”

“Yes.”

“I've got something | want to speak to you about.”

A conversation? she thought, it must be a publldbg.

“I don’t know how to tell you this.”

“Try me,” she suggested.

She knew that she could think his tongue into sipgak it pleased

her. Make him tell her what she wanted to hear.d&'@f love, maybe,
if she could remember what they sounded like. Bugitwvas the use of
that? Better the truth.

“Darling, I've gone off the rails a bit.”

“What do you mean?” she said.

Have you, you bastard, she thought.



“It was while you weren’t quite yourself. You knowhen things had
more or less stopped between us. Separate roowysu wanted
separate rooms. . . and | just went bananas wisitrition. | didn’t
want to upset you, so | didn’'t say anything. Blg ito use me trying to
live two lives.”

“You can have an affair if you want to, Ben.”

“It's not an affair, Jackie. | love her —"

He was preparing one of his speeches, she coulid gathering
momentum behind his teeth. The justifications tetame
accusations, those excuses that always turneéastaults on her
character. Once he got into full flow there’d bestopping him. She
didn’t want to hear.

“— She’s not like you at all, Jackie. She’s frivakin her way. |
suppose you’d call her shallow.”

It might be worth interrupting here, she thouglatfdoe he ties himself
in his usual knots.

“She’s not moody like you. You know, She’s justamal woman. |
don’t mean to say you're not normal: you can’t hiedwing
depressions. But she’s not so sensitive.”

“There’s no need, Ben —'

“No, damn it, | want it all off my chest.”

On to me, she thought.

“You've never let me explain,” he was saying. “Yee’'always given
me one of those damn looks of yours, as if you adskd —”

Die.

“— wished I'd shut up.”



Shut up.

“You don’t care how | feel!” He was shouting novAltvays in your
own little world.”

Shut up, she thought.

His mouth was open. She seemed to wish it clogetiyéth the
thought his jaws snapped together, severing thetiof his pink
tongue. It fell from between his lips and lodgeaifold of his shirt.

Shut up, she thought again.

The two perfect regiments of his teeth ground dawm each other,
cracking and splitting, nerve, calcium and spit mgla pinkish foam
on his chin as his mouth collapsed inwards.

Shut up, she was still thinking as his startledytiallbes sank back into
his skull and his nose wormed its way into historai

He was not Ben any longer, he was a man with $#ized!’s head,
flattening, battening down upon itself, and, th&dd, he was past
speech-making once and for all.

Now she had the knack of it, she began to takesptean the changes
she was willing upon him.

She flipped him head over heels on to the floor laeghn to compress
his arms and legs, telescoping flesh and resibtam into a smaller
and yet smaller space. His clothes were folded idsjaand the tissue
of his stomach was plucked from his neatly packagedils and
stretched around his body to wrap him up. His fiageere poking
from his shoulder-blades now, and his feet, stiashing with fury,
were tripped up in his gut. She turned him over fomad time to
pressure his spine into a foot-long column of muagld that was about
the end of it.



As she came out of her ecstasy she saw Ben sitirige floor, shut
up into a space about the size of one of his Ba¢hler suitcases, while
blood, bile and lymphatic fluid pulsed weakly frdns hushed body.

My God, she thought, this can’t be my husband. Helger been as
tidy as that.

This time she didn’t wait for help. This time sheekv what she’d done
(guessed, even, how she’d done it) and she acchkptartime for the
too-rough justice it was.

She packed her bags and left the home.

I’'m alive, she thought. For the first time in my all, wretched life,
I'm alive.

Vassi’'s Testimony (part one)

“To you who dream of sweet, strong women | leave $kory. It is a
promise, as surely as it is a confession, as saselijs the last words
of a lost man who wanted nothing but to love andblved. I sit here
trembling, waiting for the night, waiting for thahining pimp Koos to
come to my door again, and take everything | ooemfme in
exchange for the key to her room.

| am not a courageous man, and | never have bedim afraid of
what may happen to me tonight. But | cannot goubholife dreaming
all the time, existing through the darkness on enfjfimpse of heaven.
Sooner or later, one has to gird one’s loins (thappropriate) and get
up and find it. Even if it means giving away therldan exchange.

| probably make no sense. You're thinking, you whanced on this
testimony, you're thinking, who was he, this imbe®i



My name was Oliver Vassi. | am now thirty-eight ggeald. | was a
lawyer, until a year or more ago, when | beganstrsach that ends
tonight with that pimp and that key and that hdiyolies.

But the story begins more than a year ago. It isyny&ars since
Jacqueline Ess first came to me.

She arrived out of the blue at my offices, claimiodpe the widow of a
friend of mine from Law School, one Benjamin Esy] avhen |
thought back, | remembered the face. A mutual &ieho’d been at
the wedding had shown me a photograph of Ben anlashing
bride. And here she was, every bit as elusive atlgess her
photograph promised.

| remember being acutely embarrassed at thatiffitestview. She’d
arrived at a busy time, and | was up to my neckank. But | was so
enthralled by her, | let all the day’s intervievedl by the wayside, and
when my secretary came in she gave me one of égllyglances as if
to throw a bucket of cold water over me. | supplosas enamoured
from the start, and she sensed the electric atneosph my office. Me,
| pretended | was merely being polite to the widafvan old friend. |
didn’t like to think about passion: it wasn’t a paf my nature, or so |
thought. How little we know — | mean really know ‘et our
capabilities.

Jacqueline told me lies at that first meeting. Attoaw Ben had died
of cancer, of how often he had spoken of me, andfoadly. |
suppose she could have told me the truth thenkaard,tand | would
have lapped it up — I believe | was utterly devdien the
beginning.

But it’s difficult to remember quite how and whemerest in another
human being flares into something more committeatenpassionate.
It may be that | am inventing the impact she hadnemat that first
meeting, simply re-inventing history to justify rater excesses. I'm
not sure. Anyway, wherever and whenever it happemaaever
quickly or slowly, I succumbed to her, and the iaffeegan.

I’'m not a particularly inquisitive man where mydnds, or my bed-
partners, are concerned. As a lawyer one spends time going
through the dirt of other people’s lives, and frignkight hours a day
of that is quite enough for me. When I'm out of tfBce my pleasure
is in letting people be. | don't pry, | don't digjust take them on face
value.



Jacqueline was no exception to this rule. She wasmaan | was glad
to have in my life whatever the truth of her p&te possessed a
marvellous sang-froid, she was witty, bawdy, obdiguhad never met
a more enchanting woman. It was none of my businegsshe’d lived
with Ben, what the marriage had been like etc., Btat was her
history. | was happy to live in the present, antdHe past die its own
death. | think I even flattered myself that whatepain she had
experienced, | could help her forget it.

Certainly her stories had holes in them. As a lawlyeas trained to be
eagle-eyed where fabrications were concerned, angVer much |
tried to put my percep-tions aside | sensed thawgmsn’t quite
coming clean with me. But everyone has secretsehkthat. Let her
have hers, | thought.

Only once did | challenge her on a detail of hetg@nded life-story. In
talking about Ben’s death, she let slip that he datdvhat he
deserved. | asked her what she meant. She snhidGtoconda smile
of hers, and told me that she felt there was anleal#o be redressed
between men and women. | let the observation pdss. all, | was
obsessed by that time, past all hope of salvatibiatever argument
she was putting, | was happy to concede it.

She was so beautiful, you see. Not in any two disienal sense: she
wasn’t young, she wasn’t innocent, she didn’t hitnae pristine
symmetry so favoured by ad-men and photographensfdde was
plainly that of a woman in her early forties: itthdeen used to laugh
and cry, and usage leaves its marks. But she patvar to transform
herself, in the subtlest way, making that faceasous as the sky.
Early on, | thought it was a make-up trick. Buwassslept together
more and more, and | watched her in the mornirigepsn her eyes,
and in the evenings, heavy with fatigue, | sootized she wore
nothing on her skull but flesh and blood. What sfarmed her was
internal: it was a trick of the will.

And, you know, that made me love her all the more.

Then one night | woke with her sleeping beside Wide.slept often on
the floor, which she preferred to the bed. Beds,ss&id, reminded her
of marriage. Anyway, that night she was lying unaeuilt on the
carpet of my room, and I, simply out of adoratiasas watching her
face in sleep.



If one has given oneself utterly, watching the ketbsleep can be a
vile experience. Perhaps some of you have knowtrptralysis,
staring down at features closed to your enquirgkéa away from you
where you can never, ever go, into the other’'s miwdl say, for us
who have given ourselves, that is a horror. Onensnan those
moments, that one does not exist, except in relatidhat face, that
personality. Therefore, when that face is closesirgdhat personality
is lost in its own unknowable world, one feels coetgly without
purpose. A planet without a sun, revolving in dass

That's how | felt that night, looking down at hettordinary features,
and as | chewed on my soullessness, her face hegdter. She was
clearly dreaming; but what dreams must she have baeng. Her
very fabric was on the move, her muscle, her tiagrdown on her
cheek moving to the dictates of some internal titks. lips bloomed
from her bone, boiling up into a slavering toweskin; her hair
swirled around her head as though she were lyingater; the
substance of her cheeks formed furrows and ridgegHe ritual scars
on a watrrior; inflamed and throbbing patterns sétie, swelling up
and changing again even as a pattern formed. thi®h was a terror
to me, and | must have made some noise. She didké, but came a
little closer to the surface of sleep, leavingdieeper waters where
these powers were sourced. The patterns sank aveayinstant, and
her face was again that of a gently sleeping woman.

That was, you can understand, a pivotal experieng) though |
spent the next few days trying to convince mysadt 1 hadn’t seen it.

The effort was useless. | knew there was somethiogg with her;
and at that time | was certain she knew nothingualiol was
convinced that something in her system was awny that | was best
to investigate her history before | told her whhaat seen.

On reflection, of course, that seems laughablyanaiw think she
wouldn’t have known that she contained such a poBatrit was
easier for me to picture her as prey to such skiéin mistress of it.
That's a man speaking of a woman; not just me,@\assi, of her,
Jacqueline Ess. We cannot believe, we men, thagpaill ever reside
happily in the body of a woman, unless that powexr male child. Not
true power. The power must be in male hands, GeenrgiThat’'s what
our fathers tell us, idiots that they are.

Anyway, | investigated Jacqueline, as surreptitipas | could. | had a
contact in York where the couple had lived, anslasn’t difficult to



get some enquiries moving. It took a week for mitaot to get back
to me, because he’d had to cut through a goodadeshlit from the
police to get a hint of the truth, but the news eaand it was bad.

Ben was dead, that much was true. But there wagaydhe had died
of cancer. My contact had only got the vaguestschgeto the
condition of Ben’s corpse, but he gathered it heeinbspectacularly
mutilated. And the prime suspect? My beloved Jdoggi&ss. The
same innocent woman who was occupying my flat pateeby my
side every night.

So, | put it to her that she was hiding somethmogifme. | don’t know
what | was expecting in return. What | got was endestration of her
power. She gave it freely, without malice, but lukbhave been a fool
not to have read a warning into it. She told m&t thow she had
discovered her unique control over the sum andtanbe of human
beings. In her despair, she said, when she waseovetrge of killing
herself, she had found, in the very deep-waterctres of her nature,
faculties she had never known existed. Powers wtache up out of
those regions as she recovered, like fish to gig.li

Then she showed me the smallest measure of thessq@lucking
hairs from my head, one by one. Only a dozen;tpugemonstrate her
formidable skills. | felt them going. She just sae from behind
your ear, and I'd feel my skin creep and then juasfingers of her
volition snatched a hair out. Then another, andrarolt was an
incredible display; she had this power down tona fart, locating and
withdrawing single hairs from my scalp with the @sson of tweezers.

Frankly, | was sitting there rigid with fear, knawj that she was just
toying with me. Sooner or later, | was certaintihee would be right
for her to silence me permanently.

But she had doubts about herself. She told me hewkill, though
she had honed it, scared her. She needed, shesa@idpne to teach
her how to use it best. And | was not that somebbuds just a man
who loved her, who had loved her before this rei@miaand would
love her still, in spite of it.

In fact, after that display | quickly came to accoodate a new vision
of Jacqueline. Instead of fearing her, | becamesnderoted to this
woman who tolerated my possession of her body.



My work became an irritation, a distraction thatneabetween me and
thinking of my beloved. What reputation | had betmdeteriorate; |
lost briefs, I lost credibility. In the space ofdwr three months my
professional life dwindled away to almost nothiRgends despaired
of me, colleagues avoided me.

It wasn’t that she was feeding on me. | want telear about that. She
was no lamia, no succubus. What happened to méalifyom grace
with ordinary life if you like, was of my own malgnShe didn’t
bewitch me; that's a romantic lie to excuse rape Bas a sea: and |
had to swim in her. Does that make any sensekd Imy life on the
shore, in the solid world of law, and | was tirddtoShe was liquid; a
boundless sea in a single body, a deluge in a sowth, and | will
gladly drown in her, if she grants me the chancg.tBat was my
decision. Understand that. This has always beedenision. | have
decided to go to the room tonight, and be withdrer final time. That
is of my own free will.

And what man would not? She was (is) sublime.

For a month after that demonstration of powerédivn a permanent
ecstasy of her. When | was with her she showed ays o love
beyond the limits of any other creature on Godithead say beyond
the limits: with her there were no limits. And whiewas away from
her the reverie continued: because she seemeddachanged my
world.

Then she left me.

| knew why: she’d gone to find someone to teachhoev to use
strength. But understanding her reasons madedasi@r.

| broke down: lost my job, lost my identity, losietfew friends | had
left in the world. | scarcely noticed. They werenmi losses, beside the
loss of Jacqueline. . .”

“Jacqueline.”



My God, she thought, can this really be the mdsaemtial man in the
country? He looked so unpre-possessing, so venyeatacular. His
chin wasn’t even strong.

But Titus Penifer was power.

He ran more monopolies than he could count; higiwothe financial
world could break companies like sticks, destroytimgambitions of
hundreds, the careers of thousands. Fortunes waale overnight in
his shadow, entire corporations fell when he blemireem, casualties
of his whim. This man knew power if any man knewHé had to be
learned from.

“You wouldn’t mind if | called you J., would you?”

“No.”

“Have you been waiting long?”

“Long enough.”

“I don’t normally leave beautiful women waiting.”

“Yes you do.”

She knew him already: two minutes in his presenae @nough to find
his measure. He would come quickest to her if sag quietly
insolent.

“Do you always call women you’ve never met befoyeleir initials?”

“It's convenient for filing; do you mind?”

“It depends.”

“On what?”



“What | get in return for giving you the priviledge.

“It's a privilege, is it, to know your name?”

“Yes.”

“Well. . . I'm flattered. Unless of course you gtdhat privilege
widely?”

She shook her head. No, he could see she wasfligate with her
affections.

“Why have you waited so long to see me?” he salhy have | had
reports of your wearing my secretaries down withrymonstant
demands to meet with me? Do you want money? Bedhyse do
you’ll go away empty-handed. | became rich by bemean, and the
richer | get, the meaner | become.”

The remark was truth; he spoke it plainly.

“I don’t want money,” she said, equally plainly.

“That’s refreshing.”

“There’s richer than you.”

He raised his eyebrows in surprise. She could thite beauty.

“True,” he said. There were at least half a dozemer men in the
hemisphere.

“I'm not an adoring little nobody. | haven’t comere to screw a
name. I've come here because we can be togethehawéea great
deal to offer each other.”

“Such as?” he said.



“I have my body.”

He smiled. It was the straightest offer he’d haargears.

“And what do | offer you in return for such large85

“l want to learn —"

“Learn?”

“— how to use power.”

She was stranger and stranger, this one.

“What do you mean?” he replied, playing for time2 kadn’t got the
measure of her; she vexed him, confounded him.

“Shall | recite it for you again, in bourgeois?’essaid, playing
insolence with such a smile he almost felt attvactigain.

“No need. You want to learn to use power. | suppgasrild teach you

“I know you can.”

“You realize I'm a married man. Virginia and | halveen together
eighteen years.”

“You have three sons, four houses, a maid-senal@dMirabelle.
You loathe New York, and you love Bangkok; younsbollar is 16%,
your favourite colour green.”

“Turquoise.”



“You're getting subtler in your old age.”

“I'm not old.”

“Eighteen years a married man. It ages you prerabttr

“Not me.”

“Prove it.”

“‘How?”

“Take me.”

“What?”

“Take me.”

“Here?”

“Draw the blinds, lock the door, turn off the contguterminal, and
take me. | dare you.”

“Dare?”

How long was it since anyone had dared him to gahamg?

“Dare?”

He was excited. He hadn’t been so excited in amgears. He drew
the blinds, locked the door, turned off the videspthy of his fortunes.

My God, she thought, I've got him.



It wasn’t an easy passion, not like that with VaBsr one thing,
Pettifer was a clumsy, uncultured lover. For angthe was too
nervous of his wife to be a wholly successful aghelt. He thought he
saw Virginia everywhere: in the lobbies of the ®taey took a room
in for the afternoon, in cabs cruising the stradsige their
rendezvous, once even (he swore the likeness veas)ekessed as a
waitress, and swabbing down a table in a restaubdirfictional fears,
but they dampened the spontaneity of the romantewbhat.

Still, she was learning from him. He was as brillia potentate as he
was inept a lover. She learned how to be powerithlout exercising
power, how to keep one’s self uncontaminated bydahkess all
charisma stirs up in the uncharismatic; how to ntakeplain decisions
plainly; how to be merciless. Not that she neededmeducation in
that particular quarter. Perhaps it was more tultiaf say he taught her
never to regret her absence of instinctive compas$iut to judge with
her intellect alone who deserved extinction and winght be
numbered amongst the righteous.

Not once did she show herself to him, though sleel iier skills in the
most secret of ways to tease pleasure out of &lis serves.

In the fourth week of their affair they were lyisgle by side in a lilac
room, while the mid-afternoon traffic growled iretbtreet below. It
had been a bad bout of sex; he was nervous, atrcck® would coax
him out of himself. It was over quickly, almost taut heat.

He was going to tell her something. She knew izas waiting, this
revelation, somewhere at the back of his throatnifig to him she
massaged his temples with her mind, and soothedrtinspeech.

He was about to spoil the day.

He was about to spoil his career.

He was about, God help him, to spoil his life.

“I have to stop seeing you,” he said.



He wouldn’t dare, she thought.

“I'm not sure what | know about you, or rather, whthink | know
about you, but it makes me. . . cautious of yoidalyou understand?”

“NO_”

“I'm afraid | suspect you of. . . crimes.”

“Crimes?”

“You have a history.”

“Who"s been rooting?” she asked. “Surely not Viigiti

“No, not Virginia, She’s beyond curiosity.”

“Who then?”

“It's not your business.”

“Who?”

She pressed lightly on his temples. It hurt him hedvinced.

“What's wrong?” she asked.

“My head’s aching.”

“Tension, that's all, just tension. | can takewtag, Titus.” She
touched her fingers to his forehead, relaxing lodd lon him. He
sighed as relief came.

“Is that better?”



“YeS_”

“Who’s been snooping, Titus?”

“I have a personal secretary. Lyndon. Yo've heasdspeak of him.
He knew about our relationship from the beginningeed, he books
the hotels, arranges my cover stories for Virginia.

There was a sort of boyishness in this speechwthatrather touching.
As though he was embarrassed to leave her, rdtherhieartbroken.
“Lyndon’s quite a miracle-worker. He’s maneuverddtsof things to
make it easier between us. So he’s got nothinghaggou. It's just
that he happened to see one of the photograplo& bfoyou. | gave
them to him to shred.”

“Why?”

“I shouldn’t have taken them; it was a mistake gifira might have.. .”
He paused, began again. “Anyhow, he recognizedalthgugh he
couldn’t remember where he’d seen you before.”

“But he remembered eventually.”

“He used to work for one of my newspapers, as aigalumnist.
That's how he came to be my personal assistantemembered you
from your previous incarnation, as it were. Jacaeekss, the wife of
Benjamin Ess, deceased.”

“Deceased.”

“He brought me some other photographs, not asypastthe ones of
you.”

“Photographs of what?”

“Your home. And the body of your husband. They saidas a body,
though in God’s name there was precious little hutmging left in it.”



“There was precious little to start with,” she saighply, thinking of
Ben”s cold eyes, and colder hands. Fit only tothé ap, and
forgotten.

“What happened?”

“To Ben? He was killed.”

“How?” Did his voice waver a little?

“Very easily.” She had risen from the bed, and st@asding by the
window. Strong summer light carved its way throtig slats of the
blind, ridges of shadow and sunlight charting tbetours of her face.

“You did it.”

“Yes.” He had taught her to be plain. “Yes, | did i

He had taught her an economy of threat too. “Leaggand I”ll do the
same again.”

He shook his head. “Never. You wouldn’t dare.”

He was standing in front of her now.

“We must understand each other, J. | am powerfdllaam pure. Do
you see? My public face isn’t even touched by mgler of scandal. |
could afford a mistress, a dozen mistresses, teysaled. But a
murderess? No, that would spoil my life.”

“Is he blackmailing you? This Lyndon?”

He stared at the day through the blinds, with ppted look on his
face. There was a twitch in the nerves of his chaeder his left eye.



“Yes, if you must know,” he said in a dead voicéhé bastard has me
for all I'm worth.”

‘| see.”

“And if he can guess, so can others. You under&tand

“I'm strong: you're strong. We can twist them ardusur little
fingers.”

“NO_”

“Yes! | have skills, Titus.

“l don’t want to know.”

“You will know,” she said.

She looked at him, taking hold of his hands withoutching him. He
watched, all astonished eyes, as his unwilling bamere raised to
touch her face, to stroke her hair with the fonaégtestures. She
made him run his trembling fingers across her hisegdaking them
with more ardour than he could summon on his owtrative.

“You are always too tentative, Titus,” she saidking him paw her
almost to the point of bruising. “This is how Idikt.” Now his hands
were lower, fetching out a different look from Hace. Tides were
moving over it, she was all alive —"Deeper —"

His finger intruded, his thumb stroked.

“I like that, Titus. Why can’t you do that to metivout me
demanding?”

He blushed. He didn't like to talk about what tltkgt together. She
coaxed him deeper, whispering.



“I won't break, you know. Virginia may be Dresdemra, I'm not. |
want feeling; | want something that | can rememjmer by when I'm
not with you. Nothing is everlasting, is it? Buwv&nt something to
keep me warm through the night.”

He was sinking to his knees, his hands kept, bylasign, on her and
in her, still roving like two lustful crabs. His g was awash with
sweat. It was, she thought, the first time she'ereseen him sweat.

“Don’t kill me,” he whimpered.

“I could wipe you out.” Wipe, she thought, then the image out of
her mind before she did him some harm.

“I know. | know,” he said. “You can kill me easily.

He was crying. My God, she thought, the great rsaat my feet,
sobbing like a baby. What can | learn of power friws puerile
performance? She plucked the tears off his chemsksg rather more
strength than the task required. His skin reddemet®r her gaze.

“Let me be, J. | can’t help you. I'm useless to you

It was true. He was absolutely useless. Contemptyoshe let his
hands go. They fell limply by his sides.

“Don’t ever try and find me, Titus. You understarigién’t ever send
your minions after me to preserve your reputatimtause | will be
more merciless than you've ever been.”

He said nothing; just knelt there, facing the wiwgavhile she washed
her face, drank the coffee they’'d ordered, and left

Lyndon was surprised to find the door of his offagar. It was only
seven-thirty-six. None of the secretaries wouldrb®r another hour.
Clearly one of the cleaners had been remiss, lgat@door unlocked.
He’d find out who: sack her.



He pushed the door open.

Jacqueline was sitting with her back to the do@ rétognized the
back of her head, that fall of auburn hair. A séittdisplay; too teased,
too wild. His office, an annex to Mr Pettifer’s, svkept meticulously
ordered. He glanced over it: everything seemecetm Iplace.

“What are you doing here?”

She took a little breath, preparing herself.

This was the first time she had planned to doefoBe it had been a
spur-of-the-moment decision.

He was approaching the desk, and putting downrieéchse and his
neatly-folded copy of the Financial Times.

“You have no right to come in here without my pession,” he said.

She turned on the lazy swivel of his chair; the Wwaydid when he had
people in to discipline.

“Lyndon,” she said.

“Nothing you can say or do will change the factssMss,” he said,
saving her the trouble of introducing the subj&aiu are a cold-
blooded Killer. It was my bounden duty to inform Mlettifer of the
situation.”

“You did it for the good of Titus?”

“Of course.”

“And the blackmail, that was also for the good @ti$, was it?”



“Get out of my office —”

“Was it, Lyndon?”

“You're a whore! Whores know nothing: they are igamt, diseased
animals,” he spat. “Oh, you’re cunning, | grant ybhat — but then
so’s any slut with a living to make.”

She stood up. He expected a riposte. He got noheast not verbally.
But he felt a tautness across his face: as thooigiesne was pressing
on it.

“What. . . are. . . you. . . doing?” he said.

“Doing?”

His eyes were being forced into slits like a clmigtat-ing a monstrous
Oriental, his mouth was hauled wide and tight,dmisle brilliant. The
words were difficult to say — “Stop.. .it. . .” Skbook her head.
“Whore. . .” he said again, still defying her. Sbst stared at him. His
face was beginning to jerk and twitch under thespuee, the muscles
going into spasm.

“The police. . .” he tried to say, “if you lay axfier on me...”

“I won't,” she said, and pressed home her advant@geeath his
clothes he felt the same tension all over his bpdiling his skin,
drawing him tighter and tighter.

Something was going to give; he knew it. Some pfnim would be
weak, and tear under this relentless assault. Almel once began to
break open, nothing would prevent her ripping hpara He worked
all this out quite coolly, while his body twitchatid he swore at her
through his enforced grin.

“Cunt,” he said. “Syphilitic cunt.”

He didn’t seem to be afraid, she thought.



In extremis he just unleashed so much hatred oftherfear was
entirely eclipsed. Now he was calling her a whayai;, though his
face was distorted almost beyond recognition.

And then he began to split.

The tear began at the bridge of his nose and raaaupss his brow,
and down, bisecting his lips and his chin, themigisk and chest. In a
matter of seconds his shirt was dyed red, his daitkdarkening
further, his cuffs and trouser-legs pouring bloblde skin flew off his
hands like gloves off a surgeon, and two ringscaflet tissue lolled
down to either side of his flayed face like theseafran elephant.

His name-calling had stopped.

He had been dead of shock now for ten secondsgthsie was still
working him over vengefully, tugging his skin ofistbody and
flinging the scraps around the room, until at lesstood, steaming, in
his red suit, and his red shirt, and his shinysieoes, and looked, to
her eyes, a little more like a sensitive man. Conteth the effect, she
released him. He lay down quietly in a blood pudiid slept.

My God, she thought, as she calmly took the staitgshe back way,
that was murder in the first degree.

She saw no reports of the death in any of the gapad nothing on
the news bulletins. Lyndon had apparently diedeakdd lived, hidden
from public view.

But she knew wheels, so big their hubs could natdsn by
insignificant individuals like herself, would be mng. What they
would do, how they would change her life, she canrity guess at. But
the murder of Lyndon had not simply been spiteygtothat had been
a part of it. No, she’d also wanted to stir themhgr enemies in the
world, and bring them after her. Let them showrthands: let them
show their contempt, their terror. She’d gone thiober life, it
seemed, looking for a sign of herself, only ableafine her nature by
the look in others’ eyes. Now she wanted an erildb It was time to
deal with her pursuers.



Surely now everyone who had seen her, Pettifer tiien Vassi,
would come after her, and she would close theis gggmanently:
make them forgetful of her. Only then, the witnessdestroyed, would
she be free.

Pettifer didn’t come, of course, not in persorwd#s easy for him to
find agents, men without scruple or compassionwtlt a nose for
pursuit that would shame a bloodhound.

A trap was being laid for her, though she coulget see its jaws.
There were signs of it everywhere. An eruptioniodd$from behind a
wall, a peculiar light from a distant window, fotps, whistles, dark-
suited men reading the news at the limit of heionisAs the weeks
passed they didn’t come any closer to her, but tiegther did they go
away. They waited, like cats in a tree, their taalgching, their eyes
lazy.

But the pursuit had Pettifer's mark. She’d leareadugh from him to
recognize his circumspection and his guile. Theuld@ome for her
eventually, not in her time, but in theirs. Perhapseven in theirs: in
his. And though she never saw his face, it wat@asgh Titus was on
her heels personally.

My God, she thought, I'm in danger of my life anddn’t care.

It was useless, this power over flesh, if it haddirection behind it.
She had used it for her own petty reasons, fogthgfication of
nervous pleasure and sheer anger. But these dsSipdain’t brought
her any closer to other people: they just madealiezak in their eyes.

Sometimes she thought of Vassi, and wondered wieemas, what he
was doing. He hadn’t been a strong man, but heddahlitle passion
in his soul. More than Ben, more than Pettifertaialty more than
Lyndon. And, she remembered, fondly, he was thg an she’'d
ever known who had called her Jacqueline. All #st had
manufactured unendearing corruptions of her name:

Jackie, or J., or, in Ben’s more irritating moodis;Ju. Only Vassi had
called her Jacqueline, plain and simple, accepiimfis formal way,
the completeness of her, the totality of her. At she thought of
him, tried to picture how he might return to hdre $eared for him.



Vassi’'s Testimony (part two)

“Of course | searched for her. It's only when yailest someone that
you realize the nonsense of that phrase “It’'s dlsnald”. It isn't.
It's a vast, devouring world, especially if youatone.

When | was a lawyer, locked in that incestuousraaté used to see
the same faces day after day. Some I'd exchangdsweaith, some
smiles, some nods. We belonged, even if we wemnieseat the Bar,
to the same complacent circle. We ate at the sabtest we drank
elbow to elbow. We even shared mistresses, thowgtidn’t always
know it at the time. In such circumstances, it'sye@® believe the
world means you no harm. Certainly you grow oldbeit,then so does
everyone else. You even believe, in your self-Batlsvay, that the
passage of years makes you a little wiser. Liteeigrable; even the 3
a.m. sweats come more infrequently as the bankzbalswells.

But to think that the world is harmless is to eyburself, to believe in
so-called certainties that are, in fact, simplyrebalelusions.

When she left, all the delusions fell away, andladl lies | had
assiduously lived by became strikingly apparent.

It's not a small world, when there’s only one facét you can bear to
look upon, and that face is lost somewhere in dstraen. It's not a
small world when the few, vital memories of youjeat of affection
are in danger of being trampled out by the thousarfidgnoments that
assail you every day, like children tugging at ydemanding your sole
attention.

| was a broken man.

| would find myself (There’s an apt phrase) slegpmtiny bedrooms
in forlorn hotels, drinking more often than eatiagd writing her
name, like a classic obsessive, over and over a@airthe walls, on
the pillow, on the palm of my hand. | broke thens&f my palm with



my pen, and the ink infected it. The mark’s stiéte, I'm looking at it
now. Jacqueline it says. Jacqueline.

Then one day, entirely by chance, | saw her. Indsunelodramatic,
but | thought | was going to die at that momerd.ithagined her for so
long, keyed myself up for seeing her again, thagmit happened | felt
my limbs weaken, and | was sick in the middle &f street. Not a
classic reunion. The lover, on seeing his belotl@dws up down his
shirt. But then, nothing that happened betweenulirge and myself
was ever quite normal. Or natural.

| followed her, which was difficult. There were @rds, and she was
walking fast. | didn’t know whether to call out hestme or not. |
decided not. What would she have done anyway, gékis unshaven
lunatic shambling towards her, calling her name@ Bbuld have run
probably. Or worse, she would have reached intehegt, seizing my
heart in her will, and put me out of my misery lyefbcould reveal her
to the world.

So | was silent, and simply followed her, doggetiiywhat | assumed
was her apartment. And | stayed there, or in thimiy, for the next
two and a half days, not quite knowing what toldaas a ridiculous
dilemma. After all this time of watching for heiow that she was
within speaking distance, touching distance, | didare approach.

Maybe | feared death. But then, here | am, inglirking room in
Amsterdam, setting my testimony down and waitingkioos to bring
me her key, and | don’t fear death now. Probablyas my vanity that
prevented me from approaching her. | didn’'t wanttbesee me
cracked and desolate; | wanted to come to her cleardream-lover.

While | waited, they came for her.

| don’t know who they were. Two men, plainly dregskedon’t think
policemen: too smooth. Cultured even. And she digssist. She went
smilingly, as if to the opera.

At the first opportunity | returned to the buildiadittle better dressed,
located her apartment from the porter, and brokSlwe had been
living plainly. In one corner of the room she had gp a table, and had
been writing her memoirs. | sat down and read,euvshtually took the
pages away with me. She had got no further thafirdteseven years



of her life. | wondered, again in my vanity, if bwld have been
chronicled in the book. Probably not.

| took some of her clothes too; only items she Wwadh when | had
known her. And nothing intimate: I'm not a fetishiswasn’t going to
go home and bury my face in the smell of her unéanwBut | wanted
something to remember her by; to picture her irnugh on reflection
| never met a human being more fitted to dresslpumeher skin.

So I lost her a second time, more the fault of mw @owardice than
circumstance.”

Pettifer didn't come near the house they were kegepirs Ess in for
four weeks. She was given more or less everythiegasked for,
except her freedom, and she only asked for thédtearmost abstracted
fashion. She wasn't interested in escape: thouglutid have been
easy to achieve. Once or twice she wondered isThad told the two
men and the woman who were keeping her a prisortbeihouse
exactly what she was capable of: she guessed hey. ffeated her as
though she were simply a woman Titus had set eyesd desired.
They had procured her for his bed, simple as that.

With a room to herself, and an endless supply pepashe began to
write her memoirs again, from the beginning.

It was late summer, and the nights were gettinfjycl8ometimes, to
warm herself, she would lie on the floor, (she’#easthem to remove
the bed) and will her body to ripple like the sudaf a lake. Her
body, without sex, became a mystery to her agaid;she realized for
the first time that physical love had been an evgtion of that most
intimate, and yet most unknown region of her behsy: flesh. She had
understood herself best embracing someone elsehse@wn
substance clearly only when another’s lips were dau it, adoring and
gentle. She thought of Vassi again; and the lak#heathought of him,
was roused as if by a tempest. Her breasts shookumling
mountains, her belly ran with extraordinary tidasrents crossed and
recrossed her flickering face, lapping at her mautti leaving their
mark like waves on sand. As she was fluid in hisnoey, so as she
remembered him, she liquefied.



She thought of the few times she had been at pedw life; and
physical love, discharging ambition and vanity, lahglays preceded
those fragile moments. There were other ways prablyynbut her
experience had been limited. Her mother had alwaigthat women,
being more at peace with themselves than men ndeded
distractions from their hurts. But she’d not founlike that at all.
She’d found her life full of hurts, but almost empf ways to salve
them.

She left off writing her memoirs when she reachedrinth year. She
despaired of telling her story from that point wiith the first
realization of on-coming puberty. She burnt thegsamn a bonfire she
lit in the middle of her room the day that Pettiéerived.

My God, she thought, this can’t be power.

Pettifer looked sick; as physically changed asemét she’d lost to
cancer. One month seemingly healthy, the next sbakdrom the
inside, self-devoured. He looked like a husk ofanmhis skin grey
and mottled. Only his eyes glittered, and those file eyes of a mad
dog.

He was dressed immaculately, as though for a weddin

“\],”

“Titus.”

He looked her up and down.

“Are you well?”

“Thank you, yes.”

“They give you everything you ask for?”

“Perfect hosts.”



“You haven’t resisted.”

“Resisted?”

“Being here. Locked up. | was prepared, after Lyndor another
slaughter of the innocents.”

“Lyndon was not innocent, Titus. These people #wai didn'’t tell
them.”

“I didn’t deem it necessary. May | close the doat® was her captor:
but he came like an emissary to the camp of a greatver. She liked
the way he was with her, cowed but elated. He ddse door, and
locked it.

“I love you, J. And | fear you. In fact, | thinddve you because | fear
you. Is that a sickness?”

“I would have thought so.”

“Yes, so would I.”

“Why did you take such a time to come?”

“I had to put my affairs in order. Otherwise thereuld have been
chaos. When | was gone.”

“You're leaving?”

He looked into her, the muscles of his face ruftbgdanticipation.

“I hope so.”

“Where to?”



Still she didn’t guess what had brought him tolbese, his affairs
neatened, his wife unknowingly asked forgivenesasashe slept, all
channels of escape closed, all contradictionsttarest.

Still she didn’t guess he’d come to die.

“I'm reduced by you, J. Reduced to nothing. And¢his nowhere for
me to go. Do you follow?”

“NO_”

“I cannot live without you,” he said. The cliché svanpardonable.
Could he not have found a better way to say it?dhnest laughed, it
was so trite.

But he hadn't finished.

“— and | certainly can’t live with you.” Abruptlythe tone changed.
“Because you revolt me, woman, your whole beingusss me.”

“S07?” she asked, softly.

“So. . .” He was tender again and she began tortstdad. “. . . Kill
me.”

It was grotesque. The glittering eyes were steadiyes.

“It's what | want,” he said. “Believe me, It's dllant in the world.
Kill me, however you please. I'll go without resiste, without
complaint.”

She remembered the old joke. Masochist to Sadist fde! For God’s
sake, hurt me! Sadist to Masochist: No.

“And if | refuse?” she said.



“You can’t refuse. I'm loathsome.”

“But | don’t hate you, Titus.”

“You should. 'm weak. I'm useless to you. | taugiou nothing.”

“You taught me a great deal. | can control mysel#ri

“Lyndon’s death was controlled, was it?”

“Certainly.”

“It looked a little excessive to me.”

“He got everything he deserved.”

“Give me what | deserve, then, in my turn. I'veked you up. I've
rejected you when you needed me. Punish me for it.”

“I survived.”

HJ ! ”

Even in this extremity he couldn’t call her by Helt name.

“Please to God. Please to God. | need only thistloimg from you. Do
it out of whatever motive you have in you. Compassor contempt,
or love. But do it, please do it.”

“No,” she said.

He crossed the room suddenly, and slapped her hasdy



“Lyndon said you were a whore. He was right; yoel &utter slut,
nothing better.”

He walked away, turned, walked back, hit her agaister, harder, and
again, six or seven times, backwards and forwards.

Then he stopped, panting.

“You want money?” Bargains now. Blows, then barga®he was
seeing him twisted through tears of shock, whiahwshs unable to
prevent.

“Do you want money?” he said again.

“What do you think?”

He didn’t hear her sarcasm, and began to scattes moound her feet,
dozens and dozens of them, like offerings arouedStiatue of the
Virgin.

“Anything you want,” he said, “Jacqueline.”

In her belly she felt something close to pain &sutge to kill him
found birth, but she resisted it. It was playingpihis hands, becoming
the instrument of his will: powerless. Usage agthat’s all she ever
got. She had been bred like a cow, to give a cestapply. Of care to
husbands, of milk to babies, of death to old mamd,Aike a cow, she
was expected to be compliant with every demand roater, when
ever the call came. Well, not this time.

She went to the door.

“Where are you going?”

She reached for the key. “Your death is your owsiress, not mine,”
she said.



He ran at her before she could unlock the door th@dblow — in its
force, in its malice — was totally unexpected.

“Bitch!” he shrieked, a hail of blows coming fagian the first.

In her stomach, the thing that wanted to kill gre¥ittle larger.

He had his fingers tangled in her hair, and pufledback into the
room, shouting obscenities at her, an endlessrstofdhem, as though
he’'d opened a dam full of sewer-water on her. Was just another
way for him to get what he wanted she told hergieyipu succumb to
this you've lost: he’s just manipulating you. Stile words came: the
same dirty words that had been thrown at genemtbunsubmissive
women. Whore; heretic; cunt; bitch; monster.

Yes, she was that.

Yes, she thought: monster | am.

The thought made it easy. She turned. He knew sh®tintended even
before she looked at him. He dropped his hands fremhead. Her
anger was already in her throat coming out of hegressing the air
between them.

Monster he calls me: monster | am.

| do this for myself, not for him. Never for himoFmyself!

He gasped as her will touched him, and the glitteayes stopped
glittering for a moment, the will to die became thd to survive, all
too late of course, and he roared. She heard amgnsdrouts, steps,
threats on the stairs. They would be in the room matter of
moments.

“You are an animal,” she said.

“No,” he said, certain even now that his place wasommand.



“You don’t exist,” she said, advancing on him. “JHenever find the
part that was Titus. Titus is gone. The rest is 45

The pain was terrible. It stopped even a voice agnout from him. Or
was that her again, changing his throat, his palhasevery head? She
was unlocking the plates of his skull, and reorgizag him.

No, he wanted to say, this isn’t the subtle ritudahd planned. | wanted
to die folded into you, | wanted to go with my mieaelamped to yours,
cooling in you as | died. This is not the way | wén

No. No. No.

They were at the door, the men who'd kept her Hezating on it. She
had no fear of them, of course, except that theghtvspoil her
handiwork before the final touches were added.to it

Someone was hurling themselves at the door now.dvgpbntered:
the door was flung open. The two men were both drifikey pointed
their weapons at her, steady-handed.

“Mr Pettifer?” said the younger man. In the coroethe room, under
the table, Pettifer's eyes shone.

“Mr Pettifer?” he said again, forgetting the wom&ettifer shook his
snouted head. Don’t come any closer, please, hatio

The man crouched down and stared under the tatie aisgusting
beast that was squatting there; bloody from itssi@mation, but
alive. She had killed his nerves: he felt no phkie.just survived, his
hands knotted into paws, his legs scooped up arbisnolack, knees
broken so he had the look of a four-legged crabbhain exposed, his
eyes lidless, lower jaw broken and swept up ovetdp jaw like a
bulldog, ears torn off, spine snapped, humanityiteéned into another
state.

“You are an animal,” she’d said. It wasn't a badsiaile of beast
hood.



The man with the gun gagged as he recognized fraignoé his
master. He stood up, greasy-chinned, and glanceohdrat the
woman.

Jacqueline shrugged.

“You did this?” Awe mingled with the revulsion.

She nodded.

“Come Titus,” she said, clicking her fingers.

The beast shook its head, sobbing.

“Come Titus,” she said more forcefully, and TituettFer waddled out
of his hiding place, leaving a trail like a pun&dmeat-sack.

The man fired at Pettifer’'s remains out of shestimct. Anything,
anything at all to prevent this disgusting creatinom approaching
him.

Titus stumbled two steps back on his bloody patvspk himself as if
to dislodge the death in him, and failing, died.

“Content?” she asked.

The gunman looked up from the execution. Was theeptalking to
him? No; Jacqueline was staring at Pettifer’'s cerpsking the
guestion of him.

Content?

The gunman dropped his weapon. The other man didame.

“How did this happen?” asked the man at the doasimple question:
a child’s question.



“He asked,” said Jacqueline. “It was all | coulgegghim.”

The gunman nodded, and fell to his knees.

Vassi’s Testimony (final part)

“Chance has played a worryingly large part in myamce with
Jacqueline Ess. Sometimes it's seemed I've begedub every tide
that passes through the world, spun around by #resnflick of
accident’s wrist. Other times I've had the suspidioat she was
masterminding my life, as she was the lives of mdned others, a
thousand others, arranging every fluke meetingtesigraphing my
victories and my defeats, escorting me, blindlywaads this last
encounter.

| found her without knowing I'd found her, that wé irony of it. I'd
traced her first to a house in Surrey, a househtadta year previous
seen the murder of one Titus Pettifer, a billioaainot by one of his
own bodyguards. In the upstairs room, where thederunad taken
place, all was serenity. If she had been therg, lael removed any
sign. But the house, now in virtual ruin, was ptell manner of
graffiti; and on the stained plaster wall of thedm someone had
scrawled a woman. She was obscenely over-endowedalping sex
blazing with what looked like lightning. And at hieeet there was a
creature of indeterminate species. Perhaps apeabaps a dog,
perhaps even a man. Whatever it was it had no powaritself. It sat
in the light of her agonizing presence and couitsadf amongst the
fortunate. Looking at that wizened creature, wishelyes turned up to
gaze on the burning Madonna, | knew the picture avasrtrait of
Jacqueline.

| don’t know how long | stood looking at the graffbut | was
interrupted by a man who looked to be in a worselimn than me. A
beard that had never been trimmed or washed, aefsamvasted |
wondered how he managed to stand upright, and & #ratwould not
have shamed a skunk.



| never knew his name: but he was, he told mentaker of the
picture on the wall. It was easy to believe thas. thesperation, his
hunger, his confusion were all marks of a man wéwb $een
Jacqueline.

If I was rough in my interrogation of him I'm sune forgave me. It
was an unburdening for him, to tell everything heégn the day that
Pettifer had been killed, and know that | belietteall. He told me his
fellow bodyguard, the man who had fired the shio&s had killed
Pettifer, had committed suicide in prison.

His life, he said, was meaningless. She had desdridyl gave him
what reassurances | could; that she meant no laminthat he needn’t
fear that she would come for him. When | told hivatt he cried, more,
| think, out of loss than relief.

Finally I asked him if he knew where Jacqueline waw. I'd left that
guestion to the end, though it had been the mesisprg enquiry,
because | suppose | didn’t dare hope he’d know.nBuGod, he did.
She had not left the house immediately after tlooshg of Pettifer.
She had sat down with this man, and talked to hiratty about his
children, his tailor, his car. She’d asked him wiiatmother had been
like, and he’d told her his mother had been a fitdst Had she been
happy? Jacqueline had asked. He'd said he didoivkid she ever
cry, she’'d asked. He’d said he never saw her laughy in his life.
And she’d nodded, and thanked him.

Later, before his suicide, the other gunman hatlhoh Jacqueline
had gone to Amsterdam. This he knew for a facmfeoman called
Koos. And so the circle begins to close, yes?

| was in Amsterdam seven weeks, without findingngle clue to her
whereabouts, until yesterday evening. Seven wekegslibacy, which
is unusual for me. Listless with frustration | weloiwn to the red-light
district, to find a woman. They sit there you knamwthe windows,
like mannequins, beside pink-fringed lamps. Some mainiature
dogs on their laps; some read. Most just starabilte street, as if
mesmerized.

There were no faces there that interested me. @lhegemed joyless,
lightless, too much unlike her. Yet | couldn’t leav was like a fat boy
in a sweet shop, too nauseous to buy, too glut®tmgo.



Towards the middle of the night, | was spoken tbafuhe crowd by a
young man who, on closer inspection, was not yairajl, but heavily
made up. He had no eyebrows, just pencil marksm@wto his shiny
skin. A cluster of gold earrings in his left eahalf-eaten peach in his
white-gloved hand, open sandals, lacquered toer#gisook hold of
my sleeve, proprietarily.

| must have sneered at his sickening appearantégehdidn’t seem at
all upset by my contempt. You look like a man afadirnment, he said.
| looked nothing of the kind: you must be mistakiesaid. No, he
replied, | am not mistaken. You are Oliver Vassi.

My first thought, absurdly, was that he intendeditbme. | tried to
pull away; his grip on my cuff was relentless.

You want a woman, he said. Did | hesitate enouglifa to know |
meant yes, though | said no? | have a woman likether, he went on,
She’s a miracle. | know you’'ll want to meet hethe flesh.

What made me know it was Jacqueline he was talkiroyit? Perhaps
the fact that he had known me from out of the croagthough she
was up at a window somewhere, ordering her admiogoge brought to
her like a diner ordering lobster from a tank. Rg@dhtoo the way his
eyes shone at me, meeting mine without fear bedaasglike rapture,
he felt only in the presence of one creature on'$adel earth. Could
| not also see myself reflected in his periloukéle knew
Jacqueline, | had no doubt of it.

He knew | was hooked, because once | hesitatedrhed away from
me with a mincing shrug, as if to say: you missedrychance. Where
is she? | said, seizing his twig-thin arm. He cackes head down the
street and | followed him, suddenly as witlessrag#t, out of the
throng. The road emptied as we walked; the reddighve way to
gloom, and then to darkness. If | asked him whezevmere going once
| asked him a dozen times; he chose not to answélwe reached a
narrow door in a narrow house down some razordtraet. We're
here, he announced, as though the hovel were theePaf Versailles.

Up two flights in the otherwise empty house thess\a room with a
black door. He pressed me to it. It was locked.



“See,” he invited, “She’s inside.”

“It's locked,” | replied. My heart was fit to bursthe was near, for
certain, | knew she was near.

“See,” he said again, and pointed to a tiny holdepanel of the door.
| devoured the light through it, pushing my eye aotg her through
the tiny hole.

The squalid interior was empty, except for a magi@nd Jacqueline.
She lay spread-eagled, her wrists and ankles bwuradigh posts set
in the bare floor at the four corners of the matre

“Who did this?” | demanded, not taking my eye frber nakedness.

“She asks,” he replied. “It is her desire. She dskke had heard my
voice; she cranked up her head with some difficaitgl stared directly
at the door. When she looked at me all the hass om my head, |
swear it, in welcome, and swayed at her command.

“Oliver,” she said.

“Jacqueline.” | pressed the word to the wood wittiss.

Her body was seething, her shaved sex openinglasihg like some
exquisite plant, purple and lilac and rose.

“Let me in,” | said to Koos.

“You will not survive one night with her.”

“Let me in.”

“She is expensive,” he warned.

“How much do you want?”



“Everything you have. The shirt off your back, yeaooney, your
jewellery; then she is yours.”

| wanted to beat the door down, or break his nieostained fingers
one by one until he gave me the key. He knew whatd thinking.

“The key is hidden,” he said, “And the door is soYou must pay,
Mr Vassi. You want to pay.”

It was true. | wanted to pay.

“You want to give me all you have ever owned, alliynave ever been.
You want to go to her with nothing to claim you kakknow this. It’s
how they all go to her.”

“All? Are there many?”

“She is insatiable,” he said, without relish. Itsm& a pimp’s boast: it
was his pain, | saw that clearly. “I am always fimgdmore for her, and
burying them.”

Burying them.

That, | suppose, is Koos’ function; he disposethefdead. And he will
get his lacquered hands on me after tonight; hiefetdh me off her
when | am dry and useless to her, and find somegie canal, some
furnace to lose me in. The thought isn’t particylattractive.

Yet here | am with all the money | could raise freatling my few
remaining possessions on the table in front ofmedignity gone, my
life hanging on a thread, waiting for a pimp ankks.

It's well dark now, and he’s late. But | think leedbliged to come. Not
for the money, he probably has few requirementsiéyis heroin
and his mascara. He will come to do business wétbetause she
demands it and he is in thrall to her, every bitnagh as | am. Oh, he
will come. Of course he will come.



Well, | think that is sufficient.

This is my testimony. | have no time to re-readatv. His footsteps
are on the stairs (he limps) and | must go with.Hiims | leave to
whoever finds it, to use as they think fit. By mioign| shall be dead,
and happy. Believe it.”

My God, she thought, Koos has cheated me.

Vassi had been outside the door, she’d felt hghflgith her mind and
she’d embraced it. But Koos hadn’t let him in, desper explicit
orders. Of all men, Vassi was to be allowed frezeas, Koos knew
that. But he’d cheated her, the way they'd all théder except Vassi.
With him (perhaps) it had been love.

She lay on the bed through the night, never slge@he seldom slept
now for more than a few minutes: and only then Wwitlos watching
her. She’d done herself harm in her sleep, mutiglierself without
knowing it, waking up bleeding and screaming wiknry limb
sprouting needles she’d made out of her own skihnamscle, like a
flesh cactus.

It was dark again, she guessed, but it was difficube sure. In this
heavily curtained, bare-bulb lit room, it was apgetual day to the
senses, perpetual night to the soul. She woulthdéid;sores on her
back, on her buttocks, listening to the far sourfdse street,
sometimes dozing for a while, sometimes eating fkmus’ hand,
being washed, being toileted, being used.

A key turned in the lock. She strained from thetrneas to see who it
was. The door was opening. . . opening. . . opened.

Vassi. Oh God, it was Vassi at last, she couldhgmecrossing the
room towards her.

Let this not be another memory, she prayed, plieisebe him this
time: true and real.



“Jacqueline.”

He said the name of her flesh, the whole name.

“Jacqueline.” It was him.

Behind him, Koos stared between her legs, fasainayehe dance of
her labia.

“Koo. . .” she said, trying to smile.

“I brought him,” he grinned at her, not looking anfeom her sex.

“A day,” she whispered. “l waited a day, Koos. Yimade me wait —"

“What's a day to you?” he said, still grinning.

She didn’t need the pimp any longer, not that heakthat. In his
innocence he thought Vassi was just another mad skduced along
the way; to be drained and discarded like the sth€oos believed he
would be needed tomorrow; that's why he played fdiizl game so
artlessly.

“Lock the door,” she suggested to him. “Stay if yie.”

“Stay?” he said, leering. “You mean, and watch?”

He watched anyway. She knew he watched throughtiathe had
bored in the door; she could hear him pant sometifet this time,
let him stay forever.

Carefully, he took the key from the outside of tloer, closed it,
slipped the key into the inside and locked it. Egsrihe lock clicked
she killed him, before he could even turn round laio# at her again.
Nothing spectacular in the execution; she justhreddnto his pigeon
chest and crushed his lungs. He slumped againsioibveand slid
down, smearing his face across the wood.



Vassi didn’t even turn round to see him die; she albhe ever wanted
to look at again.

He approached the mattress, crouched, and beganti¢oher ankles.
The skin was chafed, the rope scabby with old hlételworked at the
knots systematically, finding a calm he thoughdhest, a simple
contentment in being here at the end, unable toag&, and knowing
that the path ahead was deep in her.

When her ankles were free, he began on her wiigésrupting her
view of the ceiling as he bent over her. His voi@es soft.

“Why did you let him do this to you?”

“l was afraid.”

“Of what?”

“To move; even to live. Every day, agony.”

“Yes.”

He understood so well that total incapacity to exis

She felt him at her side, undressing, then layikga on the sallow
skin of the stomach of the body she occupied. & marked with her
workings; the skin had been stretched beyond lésance and was
permanently criss-crossed.

He lay down beside her, and the feel of his bodyresg hers was not
unpleasant.

She touched his head. Her joints were stiff, th@eaments painful,
but she wanted to draw his face up to hers. He camiing, into her
sight, and they exchanged kisses.



My God, she thought, we are together.

And thinking they were together, her will was mdlésh. Under his
lips her features dissolved, becoming the red s&hdreamt of, and
washing up over his face, that was itself dissgycommon waters
made of thought and bone.

Her keen breasts pricked him like arrows; his évactsharpened by
her thought, killed her in return with his onlytist. Tangled in a wash
of love they thought themselves extinguished, aatew

Outside, the hard world mourned on, the chattdérugers and sellers
continuing through the night. Event-ually indifface and fatigue
claimed even the eagerest merchant. Inside antherd was a healing
silence: an end to losses and to gains.

THE SKINS OF THE FATHERS

T
HE CAR COUGHED, and choked, and died. Davidson suaklenly
aware of the wind on the desert road, as it keah#ue windows of his
Mustang. He tried to revive the engine, but it sefl life. Exasperated,
Davidson let his sweating hands drop off the wia@el surveyed the
territory. In every direction, hot air, hot roclgthsand. This was
Arizona.

He opened the door and stepped out on to the bakisighighway. In
front and behind it stretched unswervingly to tléeghorizon. If he
narrowed his eyes he could just make out the mmg)thut as soon as
he attempted to fix his focus they were eaten ufhbyheat-haze.
Already the sun was corroding the top of his hedtkere his blond hair
was thinning. He threw up the hood of the car agered hopelessly
into the engine, regretting his lack of mechankcadw-how. Jesus, he
thought, why don’t they make the damn things foaff? Then he
heard the music.



It was so far off it sounded like a whistling irst@ars at first: but it
became louder.

It was music, of a sort.

How did it sound? Like the wind through telephoimes$, a sourceless,
rhythmless, heartless air-wave plucking at theshair the back of his
neck and telling them to stand. He tried to igngrbut it wouldn’t go
away.

He looked up out of the shade of the bonnet to tiedplayers, but the
road was empty in both directions. Only as he sednhe desert to the
southeast did a line of tiny figures become vistbl&éim, walking, or
skipping, or dancing at the furthest edge of hggsiliquid in the heat
of the earth. The procession, if that was its regtwas long, and
making its way across the desert parallel to tgpway. Their paths
would not cross.

Davidson glanced down once more into the coolirtigada of his
vehicle and then up again at the distant line otcdes.

He needed help: no doubt of it.

He started off across the desert towards them.

Once off the highway the dust, not impacted bygagsage of cars,
was loose: it flung itself up at his face with evetep. Progress was
slow: he broke into a trot: but they were recednogn him. He began
to run.

Over the thunder of his blood, he could hear theicwnore loudly
now. There was no melody apparent, but a constngrand falling
of many instruments; howls and hummings, whistljrdgammings
and roarings.

The head of the procession had now disappeareslyeecinto
distance, but the celebrants (if that they wern#)pstraded past. He
changed direction a little, to head them off, glag@ver his shoulder
briefly to check his way back. With a stomach-chngrsense of



loneliness he saw his vehicle, as small as a beetthe road behind
him, sitting weighed down by a boiling sky.

He ran on. A quarter of an hour, perhaps, and barbto see the
procession more clearly, though its leaders welkome of sight. It
was, he began to believe, a carnival of some egritaordinary as that
seemed out here in the middle of God’s nowhere.la$tedancers in
the parade were definitely costumed, however. Ve headdresses
and masks that tottered well above human heighberetwas the
flutter of brightly-coloured feathers, and streasnewiling in the air
behind them. Whatever the reason for the celelraétiey reeled like
drunkards, loping one moment, leaping the nextirsgag, some of
them, on the ground, bellies to the hot sand.

Davidson’s lungs were torn with exhaustion, andas clear he was
losing the pursuit. Having gained on the processtomas now
moving off faster than he had strength or willpowefollow.

He stopped, bracing his arms on his knees to stpoaching torso,
and looked under his sweat-sodden brow at his pesapng salvation.
Then, summoning up all the energy he could mubkteyelled: Stop!

At first there was no response. Then, through litedaf his eyes, he
thought he saw one or two of the revelers haltstigightened up.
Yes, one or two were looking at him. He felt, rattiean saw, their
eyes upon him.

He began to walk towards them.

Some of the instruments had died away, as thougt wfchis
presence was spreading among them. They'd defirsestn him, no
doubt of that.

He walked on, faster now, and out of the hazed#tails of the
procession began to come clear.

His pace slowed a little. His heart, already pongdvith exertion,
thudded in his chest.

— My Jesus, he said, and for the first time inthigy-six godless
years the words were a true prayer.



He stood off half a mile from them, but there wasmistaking what
he saw. His aching eyes knew papier-maché frorh fidasion from
misshapen reality.

The creatures at the end of the procession, tisé ¢éahe least, the
hangers-on, were monsters whose appearance bedhangghtmares
of insanity.

One was perhaps eighteen or twenty feet tall kits, shat hung in
folds on its muscle, was a sheath of spikes, iésllzecone of exposed
teeth, set in scarlet gums. Another was three-vidnge triple ended
tail thrashing the dust with reptilian enthusiagathird and fourth
were married together in a union of monstrositiesresult of which
was more disgusting than the sum of its parts. ddinats length and
breadth this symbiotic horror was locked in seepnagriage, its limbs
thrust in and through wounds in its partner’s fleBhough the tongues
of its heads were wound together it managed a tememus howl.

Davidson took a step back, and glanced round atahand the
highway. As he did so one of the things, black st began to
scream like a whistle. Even at a half mile’s dis&@athe noise cut into
Davidson’s head. He looked back at the procession.

The whistling monster had left its place in thegu, and its clawed
feet were pounding the desert as it began to mwarts him.
Uncontrollable panic swept through Davidson, andeltehis trousers
fill as his bowels failed him.

The thing was rushing towards him with the speed clfieetah,
growing with every second, so he could see moraild#tits alien
anatomy with every step. The thumbless hands Wwélr toothed
palms, the head that bore only a tri-coloured gy sinew of its
shoulder and chest, even its genitals, erect wigfeg or (God help
me) lust, two-pronged and beating against its akstom

Davidson shrieked a shriek that was almost thelagfube monster’s
noise, and fled back the way he had come.

The car was a mile, two miles away, and he knesféred no
protection were he to reach it before the monsteraame him. In that



moment he realized how close death was, how ctdssdialways
been, and he longed for a moment’s comprehensitimsoidiot honor.

It was already close behind him as his shit-slitegd buckled, and he
fell, and crawled, and dragged himself towardsctire As he heard the
thud of its feet at his back he instinctively hugltlinto a ball of
whimpering flesh, and awaited the coup de grace.

He waited two heart-beats.

Three. Four. Still it didn’'t come.

The whistling voice had grown to an unbearablehpiésd was now
fading a little. The gnashing palms did not conmeith his body.
Cautiously, expecting his head to be snapped fismédck at any
moment, he peered through his fingers.

The creature had overtaken him.

Perhaps contemptuous of his frailty it had run asthim towards the
highway.

Davidson smelt his excrement, and his fear. Hecfaglibusly ignored.
Behind him the parade had moved on. Only one oritwyoisitive
monsters still looked over their shoulders in hieation, as they
receded into the dust.

The whistling now changed pitch. Davidson cautipualsed his head
from ground level. The noise was all but outsidehearing-range, just
a shrill whine at the back of his aching head.

He stood up.

The creature had leapt on to the top of his cahéiad was thrown
back in a kind of ecstasy, its erection plainentbger, the eye in its
huge head glinting. With a final swoop to its vgiednich took the
whistle out of human hearing, it bent upon the sarashing the
windshield and curling its mouthed hands upon toé. it then
proceeded to tear the steel back like so much papdrody twitching
with glee, its head jerking about. Once the roo$ wan up, it leapt on



to the highway and threw the metal into the aituibed in the sky and
smashed down on the desert floor. Davidson brigéipdered what he
could possibly put on the insurance form. Now treature was tearing
the vehicle apart. The doors were scattered. Thmenvas ripped out.
The wheels slashed and wrenched off the axles.

To Davidson’s nostrils there drifted the unmistdkadiench of
gasoline. No sooner had he registered the smeilldlshard of metal
glanced against another and the creature and tiveeta sheathed in a
billowing column of fire, blackening into smoke iaballed over the
highway.

The thing did not call out: or if it did its agosigere beyond hearing.
It staggered out of the inferno with its flesh ae fevery inch of its
body alight; its arms flailed wildly in a vain att@t to douse the fire,
and it began to run off down the highway, fleeing the source of
its agony towards the mountains. Flames sprouteitsdfack and the
air was tinged with the smell of its cooking flesh.

It didn’t fall, however, though the fire must haween devouring it.
The run went on and on, until the heat dissolvedhilghway into the
blue distance, and it was gone.

Davidson sank down on to his knees. The shit otelgis was already
dry in the heat. The car continued to burn. Theiciugd gone
entirely, as had the procession.

It was the sun that drove him from the sand baalatds his gutted
car.

He was blank-eyed when the next vehicle along ihevay stopped
to pick him up.

Sheriff Josh Packard stared in disbelief at thes gdeints on the ground
at his feet. They were etched in slowly solidifyiiag, the liquid flesh
of the monster that had run through the main sf{teetonly street) of
Welcome minutes ago. It had then collapsed, bregtits last breath,
and died in a writhing ball three trucks’ lengtbrir the bank. The
normal business of Welcome, the trading, the degathe how do you
do’s, had halted. One or two nauseous individuatstheen received



into the lobby of the Hotel while the smell of figseed flesh thickened
the good desert air of the town.

The stench was something between over-cooked fidlaa
exhumation, and it offended Packard. This wasdws overlooked
by him, protected by him. The intrusion of thishall was not looked
upon kindly.

Packard took out his gun and began to walk towHrel€orpse. The
flames were all but out now, having eaten the besteir meal. Even
so destroyed by fire, it was a sizeable bulk. Whigiht once have
been its limbs were gathered around what might baea its head.
The rest was beyond recognition. All in all, Packars glad of that
small mercy. But even in the charnel-house confusiarendered flesh
and blackened bone he could make out enough inhéonas to
quicken his pulse.

This was a monster: no doubt of it.

A creature from earth: out of earth, indeed. Uprfithe underworld
and on its way to the great bowl for a night olebeation. Once every
generation or so, his father had told him, the desgat out its demons
and let them loose awhile. Being a child who thddghhimself
Packard had never believed the shit his fatheethbut was this not
such a demon?

Whatever mischance had brought this burning marsstyrinto his
town to die, there was pleasure for Packard irptoef of their
vulnerability. His father had never mentioned thassibility.

Half-smiling at the thought of mastering such fads, Packard
stepped up to the smoking corpse and kicked it.cFoed, still
lingering in the safety of the doorways, cooed vaitimiration at his
bravery. The half-smile spread across his facet Kick alone would
be worth a night of drinks, perhaps even a woman.

The thing was belly up. With the dispassionate gdzeprofessional
demon-kicker, Packard scrutinized the tangle obsracross the head.
It was quite dead, that was obvious. He sheathedun and bent
towards the corpse.

“Get a camera out here, Jebediah,” he said, impiggesen himself.



His deputy ran off towards the office.

“What we need,” he said, “is a picture of this heeauty.”

Packard went down on his haunches and reachedsaortdse
blackened limbs of the thing. His gloves would bmed, but it was
worth the inconvenience for the good this gestureald/be doing for
his public image. He could almost feel the admiloaks as he
touched the flesh, and began to shake a limb lfsosethe head of the
monster.

The fire had welded the parts together, and hedadench the limb
free. But it came, with a jellied sound, revealihg heat-withered eye
on the face beneath.

He dropped the limb back where it had come withok lof disgust.

A beat.

Then the demon’s arm was snaking up — suddenly e-stmldenly for
Packard to move, and in a moment sublime with t¢h® Sheriff saw
the mouth open in the palm of its forefoot and elagain around his
own hand.

Whimpering he lost balance and sat in the fat,ipglway from the
mouth, as his glove was chewed through, and thk temnected with
his hand, clipping off his fingers as the raspirgwndrew digits, blood
and stumps further into its gut.

Packard’s bottom slid in the mess under him anggugrmed, howling
now, to loose himself. It still had life in it, ththing from the
underworld. Packard bellowed for mercy as he stagh® his feet,
dragging the sordid bulk of the thing up off thewgnd as he did so.

A shot sounded, close to Packard’s ear. Fluidsdbnd pus spattered
him as the limb was blown to smithereens at theilsleo, and the
mouth loosed its grip on Packard. The wasted miagdsvmuring
muscle fell to the ground, and Packard’s hand, letwvas left of it,
was in the open air again. There were no fingarsneing on his right



hand, and barely half a thumb; the shattered bbhe aligits jutted
awkwardly from a partially chewed palm.

Eleanor Kooker dropped the barrel of the shotgunisd just fired,
and grunted with satisfaction.

“Your hand’s gone,” she said, with brutal simphcit

Monsters, Packard remembered his father telling hiwer die. He'd
remembered too late, and now he’d sacrificed higlhhis drinking,
sexing hand. A wave of nostalgia for lost yearswiiose fingers
washed over him, while dots burst into darknessreghis eyes. The
last thing he saw as a dead faint carried himéaggtiound was his
dutiful deputy raising a camera to record the wisalene.

The shack at the back of the house was Lucy’s eesugl always had
been. When Eugene came back drunk from Welconmeesadden fury
took him because the stew was cold, Lucy retiréal tine shack where
she could weep in peace. There was no pity to derhbucy’s life.
None from Eugene certainly, and precious littletito pity herself.

Today, the old source of irritation had got Euggrie a rage: The
child.

The nurtured and carefully cultivated child of theve; named after
the brother of Moses, Aaron, which meant “exalted”0A sweet boy.
The prettiest boy in the whole territory; five yeaid and already as
charming and polite as any East Coast Momma coidd e raise.

Aaron.

Lucy’s pride and joy, a child fit to blow bubblesa picture book, fit
to dance, fit to charm the Devil himself.

That was Eugene’s objection.



“That flicking child’s no more a boy than you arég said to Lucy.
“He’s not even a half-boy. He’s only fit for putgnn fancy shoes and
selling perfume. Or a preacher, he’s fit for a prea.”

He pointed a nail-bitten, crook-thumbed hand atibne

“You're a shame to your father.”

Aaron met his father’s stare.

“You hear me, boy?”

Eugene looked away. The boy’s big eyes made hikitsibis
stomach, more like a dog’s eyes than anything human

“I want him out of this house.”

“What's he done?”

“He doesn’t need to do a thing. It's sufficient highe way he is. They
laugh at me, you know that? They laugh at me becatisim.”

“Nobody laughs at you, Eugene.”

“Oh yes —”

“Not for the boy’s sake.”

“Huh?”

“If they laugh, they don’t laugh at the boy. Thaugh at you.”

“Shut your mouth.”



“They know what you are, Eugene. They see you ctdear as | see
you.H

“I tell you, woman —"

“Sick as a dog in the street, talking about what'ye seen and what
you're scared of—"

He struck her as he had many times before. The diew blood, as
similar blows had for five years, but though sheled, her first
thoughts were for the boy.

“Aaron,” she said through the tears the pain hadidint. “Come with
me.”

“You let the bastard alone.” Eugene was trembling.

“Aaron.”

The child stood between father and mother, not kngwvhich to
obey. The look of confusion on his face broughty’sitears more
copiously.

“Mama,” said the child, very quietly. There wasrawg look in his
eyes, that went beyond confusion. Before Lucy cdiald a way to
cool the situation, Eugene had hold of the boyisyhhir and was
dragging him closer.

“You listen to your father, boy.”

uYeS _n

“Yes, sir, we say to our father, don’'t we? We sas, sir.”

Aaron’s face was thrust into the stinking crotcthisf father’s jeans.

“Yes, sir.”



“He stays with me, woman. You're not taking him oub that fucking
shack one more time. He stays with his father.”

The skirmish was lost and Lucy knew it. If she pegbkthe point any
further, she only put the child at further risk.

“If you harm him —"

“I'm his father, woman,” Eugene grinned. “What, ylou think I'd hurt
my own flesh and blood?”

The boy was locked to his father’s hips in a positihat was scarcely
short of obscene. But Lucy knew her husband: ansdseclose to an
outburst that would be uncontrollable. She no lorgeed for
herself— she’d had her joys — but the boy was dnerable.

“Get out of our sight, woman, why don’t you? The/lamd | want to
be alone, don't we?”

Eugene dragged Aaron’s face from his crotch andredgedown at his
pale face.

“Don’t we?”

“Yes, Papa.”

“Yes, Papa. Oh yes indeed, Papa.”

Lucy left the house and retired into the cool dadsof the shack,
where she prayed for Aaron, named after the brathbtoses. Aaron,
whose nhame meant “exalted one”; she wondered hogvhe could
survive the brutalities the future would provide.

The boy was stripped now. He stood white in frdrhie father. He
wasn’t afraid. The whipping that would be meted toutim would
pain him, but this was not true fear.



“You're sickly, lad,” said Eugene, running a hugend over his son’s
abdomen. “Weak and sickly like a runty hog. If Isnafarmer, and
you were a hog, boy, you know what I'd do?”

Again, he took the boy by the hair. The other hdredyween the legs.

“You know what I'd do, boy?”

“No, Papa. What would you do?”

The scored hand slid up over Aaron’s body whilefaiser made a
slitting sound.

“Why, I'd cut you up and feed you to the rest o thiter. Nothing a
hog likes better to eat, than hog-meat. How'd yke that?”

“‘No, Papa.”

“You wouldn't like that?”

“No thank you, Papa.”

Eugene’s face hardened.

“Well I'd like to see that, Aaron. I'd like to seehat you'd do if | was
to open you up and have a look inside you.”

There was a new violence in his father's gamesc¢hviiaron couldn’t
understand: new threats, new intimacy. Uncomfoetalsl he was the
boy knew the real fear was felt not by him but l/father; fear was
Eugene’s birthright, just as it was Aaron’s to watand wait, and
suffer, until the moment came. He knew (withoutenstainding how
or why), that he would be an instrument in the @esion of his father.
Maybe more than an instrument.

Anger erupted in Eugene. He stared at the boygrosn fists
clenched so tight that the knuckles burned whike Boy was his ruin,



somehow; he’d killed the good life they'd lived be# he was born, as
surely as if he’d shot his parents dead. Scarb@hking of what he
was doing, Eugene’s hands closed around the batle dfoy’s frail
neck.

Aaron made no sound.

“I could Kill you boy.”

“Yes, sir.”

“What do you say to that?”

“Nothing, sir.”

“You should say thank you, sir.”

“Why?”

“Why, boy? “Cause this life’s not worth what a hoan shit, and I'd be
doing you a loving service, as a father shouldra’so

“Yes, sir.”

In the shack behind the house Lucy had stoppedgryihere was no
purpose in it; and besides, something in the skycshild see through
the holes in the roof had brought memories to hairwiped the tears
away. A certain sky: pure blue, sheeny-clear. Eageouldn’t harm
the boy. He wouldn’t dare, ever dare, harm thatcliie knew what
the boy was, though he’d never admit to it.

She remembered the day, six years ago now, wheskyhiead been
sheened like today, and the air had been livid wéhheat. Eugene
and she had been just about as hot as the airhddryt taken their
eyes off each other all day. He was stronger timehis prime. A
soaring, splendid man, his body made heavy wittkyamd his legs so



hard they felt like rock when she ran her hands twem. She had
been quite a looker herself; the best damn backsitéelcome, firm
and downy; a divide so softly haired Eugene coulkeéep from
kissing her, even there, in the secret place. idgdsure her all day
and all night sometimes; in the house they werklimg, or out on the
sand in the late afternoon. The desert made @#deand they could
lie uninterrupted beneath the wide sky.

That day six years ago the sky had darkened too; $oog before
night was due. It had seemed to blacken in a mgraedtthe lovers
were suddenly cold in their hurried nakedness.ltteseen, over his
shoulder, the shapes the sky had taken: the vdsnanumental
creatures that were watching them. He, in his passiill worked at
her, thrust to his root and out the length agaiheaknew she delighted
in, ‘til a hand the colour of beets and the siza ofian pinched his
neck, and plucked him out of his wife’s lap. Sheéckad him lifted
into the sky like a squirming jack-rabbit, spittirgm two mouths,
North and South, as he finished his thrusts orathd hen his eyes
opened for a moment, and he saw his wife twentylfelw him, still
bare, still spread butterfly wide, with monstersewery side. Casually,
without malice, they threw him away, out of theirg of admiration,
and out of her sight.

She remembered so well the hour that followedethbraces of the
monsters. Not foul in any way, not gross or harmfieler less than
loving. Even the machineries of reproduction thattpierced her
with, one after the other, were not painful, thosgime were as large
as Eugene’s fisted arm, and hard as bone. How mfatipse strangers
took her that afternoon — three, four, five, minglitheir semen in her
body, fondly teasing joy from her with their pati¢hrusts. When they
went away, and her skin was touched with sunlighirg she felt,
though on reflection it seemed shameful, a losth@sgh the zenith of
her life was passed, and the rest of her days wwelila cold ride down
to death.

She had got up at last, and walked over to whegei®iwas lying
unconscious on the sand, one of his legs brokehéfall. She had
kissed him, and then squatted to pass water. Siedhand hope it
was, that there would be fruit from the seed of t&y’'s love, and it
would be a keepsake of her joy.

In the house Eugene struck the boy. Aaron’s nosé, llut he made no
sound.



“Speak, boy.”

“What shall | say?”

“Am | your father or not?”

“Yes, father.”

“Liar!”

He struck again, without warning; this time thevblcarried Aaron to
the floor. As his small, uncalloused palms flatetagainst the kitchen
tiles to raise himself he felt something through floor. There was a
music in the ground.

“Liar!” his father was saying still.

There would be more blows to come, the boy thougbte pain, more
blood. But it was bearable; and the music was eng®, after a long
wait, of an end to blows once and for all.

Davidson staggered into the main street of Welcdtrveas the middle
of the afternoon, he guessed (his watch had stomeedaps out of
sympathy), but the town appeared to be empty, bigtieye alighted
on the dark, smoking mound in the middle of theedtra hundred
yards from where he stood.

If such a thing had been possible, his blood whialge run cold at the
sight.

He recognized what that bundle of burned fleshibesh, despite the
distance, and his head spun with horror. It hatiexdin real after all.
He stumbled on a couple more steps, fighting theidéss and losing,
until he felt himself supported by strong arms, aedrd, through a
fuzz of head-noises, reassuring words being sptikeim. They made



no sense, but at least they were soft and humarould give up any
pretence to consciousness. He fainted, but it se¢hege was only a
moment of respite before the world came back int@nagain, as
odious as ever.

He had been carried inside and was lying on anmrootable sofa, a
woman’s face, that of Eleanor Kooker, staring dawvhim. She
beamed as he came round.

“The man’ll survive,” she said, her voice like calgle going through a
grater.

She leaned further forward.

“You seen the thing, did you?”

Davidson nodded.

“Better give us the low-down.”

A glass was thrust into his hand and Eleanor filtegenerously with
whisky.

“Drink,” she demanded, “then tell us what you gotell —"

He downed the whisky in two, and the glass was idhately refilled.
He drank the second glass more slowly, and begteetdetter.

The room was filled with people: it was as thoutiloBWelcome was
pressing into the Kooker front parlour. Quite adiance: but then it
was quite a tale. Loosened by the whisky, he bégéell it as best he
could, without embellishment, just letting the wexbme. In return
Eleanor described the circumstances of Sheriff ®alck “accident”
with the body of the car-wrecker. Packard was ertstom, looking the
worse for consoling whiskies and pain killers, tmstilated hand
bound up so well it looked more like a club thaireb.

“It's not the only devil out there,” said Packartien the stories were
out.



“So’s you say,” said Eleanor, her quick eyes lesstconvinced.

“My Papa said so,” Packard returned, staring doirisabandaged
hand. “And | believe it, sure as Hell | believé it.

“Then we’d best do something about it.”

“Like what?” posed a sour looking individual leagiagainst the
mantelpiece. “What's to be done about the likea tifing that eats
automobiles?”

Eleanor straightened up and delivered a well-aisreztr at the
guestioner.

“Well let’'s have the benefit of your wisdom, Lowshe said. “What do
you think we should do?”

“I think we should lie low and let ‘em pass.”

“I'm no ostrich,” said Eleanor, “but if you want go bury your head,
I'll lend you a spade, Lou. I'll even dig you thel@.”

General laughter. The cynic, discomforted, feksiland picked at his
nails.

“We can't sit here and let them come running thigtigaid Packard’s
deputy, between blowing bubbles with his gum.

“They were going towards the mountains,” Davidsaiu s*‘Away
from Welcome.”

“So what'’s to stop them changing their goddam nfiddeanor
countered. “Well?”

No answer. A few nods, a few head shakings. “Jelbgtishe said,
“you’re deputy — what do you think about this?”



The young man with the badge and the gum flusHettlea and
plucked at his thin moustache. He obviously hadrclue.

“l see the picture,” the woman snapped back bdiereould answer.
“Clear as a bell. You're all too shit- scared topgking them divils
out of their holes, that it?”

Murmurs of self-justification around the room, m&wead-shaking.

“You're just planning to sit yourselves down anttlee women folk be
devoured.”

A good word: devoured. So much more emotive thaene&leanor
paused for effect. Then she said darkly: “Or wdrse.

Worse than devoured? Pity sakes, what was worseddnsoured?

“You’re not going to be touched by no divils,” s&dckard, getting up
from his seat with some difficulty. He swayed on faet as he
addressed the room.

“We’re going to have them shit-eaters and lynch."ehhis rousing
battle-cry left the males in the room unroused;gheriff was low on
credibility since his encounter in Main Street.

“Discretion’s the better part of valour,” Davidsomur-mured under his
breath.

“That’s so much horse-shit,” said Eleanor.

Davidson shrugged, and finished off the whiskyimdiass. It was not
refilled. He reflected ruefully that he should barkful he was still
alive. But his work-schedule was in ruins. He hadét to a telephone
and hire a car; if necessary have someone driveoqaitk him up. The
“divils”, whatever they were, were not his probleRerhaps he’'d be
interested to read a few column-inches on the stijeNewsweek,
when he was back East and relaxing with Barbarantw all he



wanted to do was finish his business in Arizonagetchome as soon
as possible.

Packard, however, had other ideas.

“You're a witnhess,” he said, pointing at Davidstemd as Sheriff of
this community | order you to stay in Welcome ugtili’'ve answered
to my satisfaction all inquiries | have to put twuy’

The formal language sounded odd from his slobbisbtm

“I've got business —” Davidson began.

“Then you just send a cable and cancel that busjmisfancy-
Davidson.”

The man was scoring points off him, Davidson knlealstering his
shattered reputation by taking pot-shots at theeaer. Still, Packard
was the law: there was nothing to be done abotteithodded his
assent with as much good grace as he could mius$tere’d be time to
lodge a formal complaint against this hick-town golfi when he
was home, safe and sound. For now, better to sealla, and let
business go hang.

“So what'’s the plan?” Eleanor demanded of Packard.

The Sheriff puffed out his booze-brightened cheeks.

“We deal with the divils,” he said.

“‘How?”

“Guns, woman.”

“You'll need more than guns, if they're as big &sdays they are —”

“They are —” said Davidson, “believe me, they are.”



Packard sneered.

“We'll take the whole fucking arsenal,” he saidkjeig his remaining
thumb at Jebediah. “Go break out the heavy-dutypaes, boy. Anti-
tank stuff. Bazookas.”

General amazement.

“You got bazookas?” said Lou, the mantelpiece cynic

Packard managed a leering smile.

“Military stuff,” he said, “left over from the Bigone.” Davidson
sighed inwardly. The man was a psychotic, withdws little arsenal
of out-of-date weapons, which were probably motiedkto the user
than to the victim. They were all going to die. Gup him, they were
all going to die.

“You may have lost your fingers,” said Eleanor Kegkdelighted by
this show of bravado, “but you're the only manhistroom, Josh
Packard.”

Packard beamed and rubbed his crotch absent mind2alidson
couldn’t take the atmosphere of hand-me-down maahis the room
any longer.

“Look,” he piped up, “I've told you all I know. Whgton't | just let
you folks get on with it.”

“You ain’t leaving,” said Packard, “if that's whgou're rooting after.”

“I'm just saying —"

“We know what you're saying son, and | ain’t listem If | see you
hitch up your britches to leave I'll string you bp your balls. If
you've got any.”



The bastard would try it too, thought Davidson,reifene only had
one hand to do it with. Just go with the flow, blthimself, trying to
stop his lip curling. If Packard went out to fifrtetmonsters and his
damn bazooka backfired, that was his businesst bet

“There’s a whole tribe of them,” Lou was quietlyipiing out.
“According to this man. So how do we take out samynaf them?”

“Strategy,” said Packard.

“We don’t know their positions.”

“Surveillance,” replied Packard.

“They could really fuck us up Sheriff,” Jebedialsebved, picking a
collapsed gum-bubble from his mous-tache.

“This is our territory,” said Eleanor. “We got e keep it.”

Jebediah nodded.

“Yes, ma,” he said.

“Suppose they just disappeared? Suppose we cad’'tHiem no
more?” Lou was arguing. “Couldn’t we just let ‘e tp ground?”

“Sure,” said Packard. “And then we're left waitiagpund for them to
come out again and devour the women folk.”

“Maybe they mean no harm —” Lou replied.

Packard’s reply was to raise his bandaged hand.

“They done me harm.”



That was incontestable.

Packard continued, his voice hoarse with feeling.

“Shit, | want them come-bags so bad I'm going tetré with or
without help. But we’ve got to out-think them, ananoeuvre them, so
we don’t get anybody hurt.”

The man talks some sense, thought Davidson. Indeedvhole room
seemed impressed. Murmurs of approval all roundnédrom the
mantelpiece.

Packard rounded on the deputy again.

“You get your ass moving, son. | want you to calltbhat bastard
Crumb out of Caution and get his boys down heré eitery goddam
gun and grenade they’ve got. And if he asks whayda tell him
Sheriff Packard’s declaring a State of Emergenag, lan
requisitioning every asshole weapon in fifty milaad the man on the
other end of it. Move it, son.”

Now the room was positively glowing with admiratj@nd Packard
knew it.

“We'll blow the fuckers apart,” he said.

For a moment the rhetoric seemed to work its magiDavidson, and
he half-believed it might be possible; then he nernered the details
of the procession, tails, teeth and all, and hesv&do sank without
trace.

They came up to the house so quietly, not intentbrageep, just so
gentle with their tread nobody heard them.

Inside, Eugene’s anger had subsided. He was sittitighis legs up on
the table, an empty bottle of whisky in front ofrhiThe silence in the
room was so heavy it suffocated.



Aaron, his face puffed up with his father”s blowss sitting beside
the window. He didn’t need to look up to see theming across the
sand towards the house, their approach soundead wreims. His
bruised face wanted to light up with a smile of @aehe, but he
repressed the instinct and simply waited, slumpdakaten
resignation, until they were almost upon the ho@sdy when their
massive bodies blocked out the sunlight throughitinelow did he
stand up. The boy’'s movement woke Eugene fromraige.

“What is it, boy?”

The child had backed off from the window, and wiasding in the
middle of the room, sobbing quietly with anticifati His tiny hands
were spread like sun-rays, his fingers jittering amitching in his
excitement.

“What's wrong with the window, boy?”

Aaron heard one of his true father’s voices eclipggene’s
mumblings. Like a dog eager to greet his master afftong
separation, the boy ran to the door and trieddw at open. It was
locked and bolted.

“What's that noise, boy?”

Eugene pushed his son aside and fumbled with thékibe lock,
while Aaron’s father called to his child througlettioor. His voice
sounded like a rush of water, counter pointed bty pging sighs. It
was an eager voice, a loving voice.

All at once, Eugene seemed to understand. He tolukdif the boy’s
hair and hauled him away from the door.

Aaron squealed with pain.

“Papa!” he yelled.



Eugene took the cry as addressed to himself, brarAatrue father
also heard the boy’s voice. His answering call thasaded with
piercing notes of concern.

Outside the house Lucy had heard the exchangeicdsidShe came
out of the protection of her shack, knowing what'dtsee against that
sheening sky, but no less dizzied by the monumengaitures that had
gathered on every side of the house. An anguish thesugh her,
remembering the lost joys of that day six yearviptes. They were all
there, the unforgettable creatures, an incredidkection of forms—
Pyramidal heads on rose coloured, classically prtipoed torsos, that
umbrellaed into shifting skirts of lace flesh. Asldéess silver beauty
whose six mother of pearl arms sprouted in a cirole around its
purring, pulsating mouth. A creature like a ripplea fast-running
stream, constant but moving, giving out a sweeteumh tone.
Creatures too fantastic to be real, too real tdibeelieved; angels of
the hearth and threshold. One had a head, movitigdral forth on a
gossamer neck, like some preposterous weather-bhreeas the early
night sky and shot with a dozen eyes like so mamg.sAnother
father, with a body like a fan, opening and closimis excitement,
his orange flesh flushing deeper as the boy’s vaiage heard again.

“Papa!”

At the door of the house stood the creature Lunyerabered with
greatest affection; the one who had first toucherl first soothed her
fears, first entered her, infinitely gentle. It waerhaps twenty feet tall
when standing at its full height. Now it was bowedards the door,
its mighty, hairless head, like that of a bird pethby a schizophrenic,
bent close to the house as it spoke to the childas naked, and its
broad, dark back sweated as it crouched.

Inside the house, Eugene drew the boy close todmsma, shield.

“What do you know, boy?”

“Papa?”

“| said what do you know?”

“Papa!”



Jubilation was in Aaron’s voice. The waiting wagnov

The front of the house was smashed inwards. A likaba flesh hook
curled under the lintel and hauled the door frarhihges. Bricks flew
up and showered down again; wood-splinters andfdiest the air.
Where there had once been safe darkness, catafacislight now
poured onto the dwarfed human figures in the ruins.

Eugene peered up through the veil of dust. Thewasf being peeled
back by giant hands, and there was sky where tratdoeen beams.
Towering on every side he saw the limbs, bodiesfacess of
impossible beasts. They were teasing the remaimailg down,
destroying his house as casually as he would tadxritle. He let the
boy slip from his grasp without realizing what hefdne.

Aaron ran towards the creature on the threshold.

“Papa!”

It scooped him up like a father meeting a child @utchool, and its
head was thrown back in a wave of ecstasy. A longscribable
noise of joy was uttered out of its length and dtkaThe hymn was
taken up by the other creatures, mounting in catedr. Eugene
covered his ears and fell to his knees. His nodeblegun to bleed at
the first notes of the monster’s music, and hiseyere full of stinging
tears. He wasn't frightened. He knew they werecapiable of doing
him harm. He cried because he had ignored thisteakty for six
years, and now, with their mystery and their glorjront of him, he
sobbed not to have had the courage to face therkraowd them. Now
it was too late. They’d taken the boy by force, agdiiced his house,
and his life, to ruins. Indifferent to his agonids®y were leaving,
singing their jubilation, his boy in their arms éwer.

In the township of Welcome organization was theawye of the day.
Davidson could only watch with admiration the whgge foolish,
hardy people were attempting to confront impossilolds. He was
strangely enervated by the spectacle; like watchettlers, in some
movie, preparing to muster paltry weaponry and s&nfgith to meet
the pagan violence of the savage. But, unlike tbeie) Davidson
knew defeat was pre-ordained. He'd seen these mrsnsiwe-



inspiring. Whatever the rightness of the causeptiréy of the faith,
the savages trampled the settlers underfoot faftgn. The defeats
just make it into the movies.

Eugene’s nose ceased to bleed after half an hao,dyut he didn’t
notice. He was dragging, pulling, cajoling Lucy tods Welcome. He
wanted to hear no explanations from the slut, ¢ékengh her voice
was babbling ceaselessly. He could only hear thadof the
monsters’ churning tones, and Aaron’s repeatedotalapa’, that was
answered by a house-wrecking limb.

Eugene knew he had been conspired against, thaeghire his most
tortured imaginings he could not grasp the whaléhtr

Aaron was mad, he knew that much. And somehow lies s ripe-
bodied Lucy, who had been such a beauty and saomé#ort, was
instrumental in both the boy’s insanity and his aymef.

She’d sold the boy: that was his half-formed beliefsome
unspeakable way she had bargained with these thimgsthe
underworld, and had exchanged the life and sailysoonly son for
some kind of gift. What had she gained, for thigrpant? Some trinket
or other that she kept buried in her shack? My Gbd,would suffer
for it. But before he made her suffer, before henghed her hair from
its holes, and tarred her flashing breasts witthpishe would confess.
He’d make her confess; not to him but to the peop&elcome —
the men and women who scoffed at his drunken rangblilaughed
when he wept into his beer. They would hear, framy’s own lips,
the truth behind the nightmares he had enduredleand, to their
horror, that demons he talked about were real. Tigewould be
exonerated, utterly, and the town would take hirckbato its bosom
asking for his forgiveness, while the featheredybaichis bitch-wife
swung from a telephone pole outside the town’stémi

They were two miles outside Welcome when Eugengpsto.

“Something’s coming.”

A cloud of dust, and at its swirling heart a muldié of burning eyes.



He feared the worst.

“My Christ”

He loosed his wife. Were they coming to fetch loex?tYes, that was
probably another part of the bargain she’d made.

“They've taken the town,” he said. The air was fifltheir voices; it
was too much to bear.

They were coming at him down the road in a whirtiogde, driving
straight at him — Eugene turned to run, lettingshg go. They could
have her, as long as they left him alone; Lucy svaging into the
dust.

“It's Packard,” she said.

Eugene glanced back along the road and narrowezl/bgs The cloud
of divils was resolving itself. The eyes at its tiegere headlights, the
voices were sirens; there was an army of cars astdroycles, led by

Packard’s howling vehicle, careering down the risath Welcome.

Eugene was confounded. What was this, a mass eXxaduy, for the
first time that glorious day, felt a twinge of daub

As it approached, the convoy slowed, and camehiitathe dust
settled, revealing the extent of Packard’s kamilspead. There were
about a dozen cars and half a dozen bikes, afleshtioaded with
police and weapons.

A smattering of Welcome citizens made up the amnypng them
Eleanor Kooker. An impressive array of mean-minaeel|-armed
people.

Packard leant out of his car, spat, and spoke.

“Got problems, Eugene?” he asked.



“I'm no fool, Packard,” said Eugene.

“Not saying you are.”

“| seen these things. Lucy’ll tell you.”

“I know you have, Eugene; | know you have. Thereslenying that
there’s divils in them hills, sure as shit. Whagwl think I've got this
posse together for, if it ain’t divils?”

Packard grinned across to Jebediah at the whesle ‘& shit,” he said
again. “We're going to blow them all to Kingdom Cerh

From the back of the car, Miss Kooker leaned oatwindow; she was
smoking a cigar.

“Seems we owe you an apology, Gene,” she saidiinffen apology
for a smile. He’s still a sot, she thought; margythat fat-bottomed
whore was the death of him. What a waste of a man.

Eugene’s face tightened with satisfaction.

“Seems you do.”

“Get in one of them cars behind,” said Packardu“gad Lucy both;
and we’ll fetch them out of their holes like snake$

“The’ve gone towards the hills,” said Eugene.

“That so?”

“Took my boy. Threw my house down.”

“Many of them?”



“Dozen or so.”

“OK Eugene, you'd best get in with us.” Packardesedl a cop out of
the back. “You're going to be hot for them bastaeds?”

Eugene turned to where Lucy had been standing.

“And | want her tried —" he said.

But Lucy was gone, running off across the deseit:sized already.

“She’s headed off the road,” said Eleanor. “Shalllherself.”

“Killing’s too good for her,” said Eugene, as hexbed into the car.
“That woman’s meaner than the Devil himself.”

“How's that, Gene?”

“Sold my only son to Hell, that woman —"Lucy wassed by the
heat-haze.

“—to Hell.”

“Then let her be,” said Packard. “Hell’'ll take Hmack, sooner or later.”

Lucy had known they wouldn’t bother to follow h&rom the moment
she’d seen the car lights in the dust-cloud, skemtins, and the
helmets, she knew she had little place in the avain¢ad. At best, she
would be a spectator. At worst, she’'d die of heakst crossing the
desert, and never know the upshot of the oncomatitteb She’d often
mused about the existence of the creatures who eodlectively
Aaron’s father. Where they lived, why they'd chosentheir wisdom,
to make love to her. She’d wondered also whethgoram else in
Welcome had knowledge of them. How many human etesy than
her own, had snatched glimpses of their secrebamas, down the
passage of years? And of course she’d wonderéeéré twould one



day come a reckoning time, a confrontation betwsmenspecies and
the other. Now it seemed to be here, without waynamd against the
background of such a reckoning her life was asingth

Once the cars and bikes had disappeared out df slghdoubled
back, tracing her footmarks in the sand, ‘til shet the road again.
There was no way of regaining Aaron, she realibatl She had, in a
sense, merely been a guardian of the child, thehgtd borne him. He
belonged, in some strange way, to the creaturéhtamarried their
seeds in her body to make him. Maybe she’d beassel for some
experiment in fertility, and now the doctors hatlireed to examine
the resulting child. Maybe they had simply takem lout of love.
Whatever the reasons she only hoped she wouldheamitcome of the
battle. Deep in her, in a place touched only by stens, she hoped for
their victory, even though many of the speciescgiied her own
would perish as a result.

In the foothills there hung a great silence. Adnad been set down
amongst the rocks, and they gathered around hierlgag examine
his clothes, his hair, his eyes, his smile.

It was towards evening, but Aaron didn’t feel coltie breaths of his
fathers were warm, and smelt, he thought, likarkezior of the
General Supplies Emporium in Welcome, a minglingpéfiee and
hemp, fresh cheese and iron. His skin was tawtiyanight of the
diminishing sun, and at his zenith stars were appgaHe was not
happier at his mother’s nipple than in that ringlemons.

At the toe of the foothills Packard brought thewsmnto a halt. Had he
known who Napoleon Bonaparte was, no doubt he woane felt like
that conqueror. Had he known that conqueror’sdifay, he might
have sensed that this was his Waterloo: but JoskeRalived and
died bereft of heroes.

He summoned his men from their cars and went amohgs, his
mutilated hand tucked in his shirt for supportv#ts not the most
encouraging parade in military history. There wa@e than a few
white and sickly-pale faces amongst his soldiexenthan a few eyes
that avoided his stare as he gave his orders.



“Men,” he bawled.

(It occurred to both Kooker and Davidson that asakrattacks went
this would not be amongst the quietest.)

“Men — we”ve arrived, We're organized, and we’ve @God on our
side. We've got the best of the brutes alreadyetstdnd?”

Silence; baleful looks; more sweat.

“I don’t want to see one jack man of you turn ybeel and run, ‘cause
if you do and | set my eyes on you, you’ll crawhi@with your
backside shot to Hell!”

Eleanor thought of applauding; but the speech waser.

“And remember, men,” here Packard’s voice droppeal t
conspiratorial whisper, “these divils took Eugenady Aaron not four
hours past. Took him fairly off his mother’s tithile she was rocking
him to sleep. They ain’t nothing but savages, wiatéhey may look
like. They don’t give a mind to a mother, or a dhibr nothing. So
when you get up close to one you just think how ¢gdave felt if
you”d been taken from your mother’s tit-" —”

He liked the phrase ‘mother’s tit’. It said so mush simply.
Momma'’s tit had a good deal more power to moveemsn than her

apple pie.

“You've nothing to fear but seeming less than nrean.”

Gooad line to finish on.

“Get on with it.”

He got back into the car. Someone down the linabeg applaud, and
the clapping was taken up by the rest of them. &alt& wide red face
was cleft with a hard, yellow smile.



“Wagons roll'” he grinned, and the convoy movediatb the hills.

Aaron felt the air change. It wasn't that he walslcthe breaths that
warmed him remained as embracing as ever. But thase
nevertheless an alteration in the atmosphere: &mdeof intrusion.
Fascinated, he watched his fathers respond tohttrege: their
substance glinting with new colours, graver, wat@ours. One or
two even lifted their heads as if to sniff the air.

Something was wrong. Something, someone, was cgrteimterfere
with this night of festival, unplanned and unindit§ he demons knew
the signs and they were not unprepared for theteabty. Was it not
inevitable that the heroes of Welcome would conterdhe boy?
Didn’t the men believe, in their pitiable way, thheir species was
born out of earth’s necessity to know itself, neetifrom mammal to
mammal until it blossomed as humanity?

Natural then to treat the fathers as the enenmgdbthem out and try
to destroy them. A tragedy really: when the onlyught the fathers
had was of unity through marriage, that their aleildshould blunder
in and spoil the celebration.

Still, men would be men. Maybe Aaron would be d#éf#, though
perhaps he too would go back in time into the humarid and forget
what he was learning here. The creatures who wsrathers were
also men’s fathers: and the marriage of semen ay’sltbody was the
same mix that made the first males. Women had awaisted: they
had lived, a species to themselves, with the denfuisthey had
wanted playmates: and together they had made men.

What an error, what a cataclysmic miscalculatiothiy mere eons,
the worst rooted out the best; the women were rskdes, the
demons killed or driven underground, leaving onfgwa pockets of
survivors to attempt again that first experiment enake men, like
Aaron, who would be wiser to their histories. Ohlyinfiltrating
humanity with new male children could the masteerae made
milder. That chance was slim enough, without therference of more
angry children, their fat white fists hot with guns



Aaron scented Packard and his stepfather, andiagétem, knew
them to be alien. After tonight they would be knoaispassionately,
like animals of a different species. It was theggmus array of demons
around him he felt closest to, and he knew he wpubtiect them, if
necessary, with his life.

Packard’s car led the attack. The wave of vehiafgseared out of the
darkness, their sirens blaring, their headlightsama drove straight
towards the knot of celebrants. From one or twthefcars terrified
cops let out spontaneous howls of terror whenuhespectacle came
into view, but by that time the attack force wamoaitted. Shots were
fired. Aaron felt his fathers close around him podively, their flesh
now darkening with anger and fear.

Packard knew instinctively that these things wexgable of fear, he
could smell it off them. It was part of his jobrecognize fear, to play
on it, to use it against the miscreant. He scregtieorders into his
microphone and led the cars into the circle of desnin the back of
one of the following cars Davidson closed his egted offered up a
prayer to Yahweh, Buddha and Groucho Marx. Granpaweer, grant
me indifference, grant me a sense of humour. Btiting came to
assist him: his bladder still bubbled, and his alsiill throbbed.

Ahead, the shriek of brakes. Davidson opened has gyst a slit) and
caught sight of one of the creatures wrappingutple-black arm
around Packard’s car and lifting it into the aineXf the back doors
flung open and a figure he recognized as Eleanak&ofell the few
feet to the ground followed closely by Eugene. legbass, the cars
were in a frenzy of collisions — the whole scendiphy eclipsed by
smoke and dust. There was the sound of breakindsereens as cops
took the quick way out of their cars; the shrieksrompling hoods
and sheered off doors. The dying howl of a crushesh; the dying
plea of a crushed cop.

Packard’s voice was clear enough, however, hovdndgrs from his
car even as it was lifted higher into the airgitgine revving, its
wheels spinning foolishly in space. The demon weking the car as
a child might a toy until the driver’'s door opereaatt Jebediah fell to
the ground at the creature’s skirt of skin. Davidsaw the skirt
envelop the broken-backed deputy and appear tolsocinto its
folds. He could see too how Eleanor was standintp upe towering
demon as it devoured her son.

“Jebediah, come out of there!” she shrieked, aradi fshot after shot
into his devourer’s featureless, cylindrical head.



Davidson got out of the car to see better. Acrodsitéer of crashed
vehicles and blood-splattered hoods he could makevhole scene out
more plainly. The demons were sloping away fromidhttle, leaving
this one extraordinary monster to hold the bridgeh®&uietly
Davidson offered up a prayer of thanks to any pasgeity. The divils
were disappearing. There’s be no pitched battleharal-to-tentacle
fight. The boy would be simply eaten alive, or war they planned
for the poor little bastard. Indeed, couldn’t he garon from where he
stood? Wasn't that his frail form the retreatingndss were holding so
high, like a trophy?

With Eleanor’s curses and accusations in their gersheltering cops
began to emerge from their hiding-places to surdte remaining
demon. There was, after all, only one left to faoe] it had their
Napoleon in its slimy grip. They let off volley up@olley into its
creases and tucks, and against the impartial gepmieits head, but
the divil seemed unconcerned. Only when it had shdackard’s car
until the Sheriff rattled like a dead frog in a tian did it lose interest
and drop the vehicle. A smell of gasoline filleé tr, and turned
Davidson”s stomach.

Then a cry: “Heads down!”

A grenade? Surely not; not with so much gasolinéher—Davidson
fell to the floor. A sudden silence, in which ajuired man could be
heard whimpering somewhere in the chaos, thenuhgedrth-rocking
thud of the erupting grenade.

Somebody said Jesus Christ — with a kind of victarkis voice.

Jesus Christ. In the name of. . . for the glory. of.

The demon was ablaze. The thin tissue of its gasosioaked skirt was
burning; one of its limbs had been blown off by thast, another
partially destroyed,; thick, colourless blood spigfrom the wounds
and the stump. There was a smell in the air liketfcandy: the
creature was clearly in an agony of cremationbddy reeled and
shuddered as the flames licked up to ignite itstgrfgee, and it
stumbled away from its tormentors, not soundingém. Davidson
got a kick out of seeing it burn: like the simplegsure he had from
putting the heel of his boot in the centre of &jékh. Favourite



summer-time occupation of his childhood. In Maihet afternoons:
spiking men-o’-war.

Packard was being dragged out of the wreckagesafdri My God,
that man was made of steel: he was standing upaightalling his
men to advance on the enemy. Even in his finest, lzollake of fire
dropped from the flowering demon, and touched #élke bf gasoline
Packard was standing in. A moment later he, theazat two of his
saviours were enveloped in a billowing cloud of tgtire. They stood
no chance of survival: the flames just washed tahammy. Davidson
could see their dark forms being wasted in thethadahe inferno,
wrapped in folds of fire, curling in on themsehaessthey perished.

Almost before Packard’s body had hit the groundi@son could hear
Eugene’s voice over the flames.

“See what they've done? See what they’'ve done?”

The accusation was greeted by feral howls fronctps. “Waste
them!” Eugene was screaming. “Waste them!”

Lucy could hear the noise of the battle, but shdewa attempt to go
in the direction of the foothills. Something abth# way the moon
was suspended in the sky, and the smell on thedréad taken all
desire to move out of her. Exhausted, and enchasitedstood in the
open desert, and watched the sky.

When, after an age, she brought her gaze back tmfznon the
horizon, she saw two things that were of mild iestr Out of the hills,
a dirty smudge of smoke, and the edge of her visidhe gentle night
light, a line of creatures, hurrying away from ttiks. She suddenly
began to run.

It occurred to her, as she ran, that her gait \pagtgly as a young
girl’'s, and that she had a young girl's motive:ttisashe was in pursuit
of her lover.



In an empty stretch of desert, the convocationemfioins simply
disappeared from sight. From where Lucy was stajgianting in the
middle of nowhere, they seemed to have been swatlayp by the
earth. She broke into a run again. Surely she ceegdher son and his
fathers once more before they left forever? Or svees after all her
years of anticipation, to be denied even that?

In the lead car Davidson was driving, commandetyeatb so by
Eugene, who was not at present a man to be argtiedSemething
about the way he carried his rifle suggested hlebsfirst and ask
guestions later; his orders to the straggling attmay followed him
were two parts incoherent obscenities to one gases His eyes
gleamed with hysteria: his mouth dribbled a litthe was a wild man,
and he terrified Davidson. But it was too late noviurn back: he was
in cahoots with the man for this last, apocalypticsuit.

“See, them black-eyed sons of bitches don’t haviioking heads,”
Eugene was screaming over the tortured roar oétiggne. “Why you
taking this track so slow, boy?”

He jabbed the rifle in Davidson”s crotch.

“Drive, or I'll blow your brains out.”

“I don’t know which way they've gone,” Davidson jedl back at
Eugene.

“What you mean? Show me!”

“I can’t show you if they’ve disappeared.”

Eugene just about appreciated the sense of therresp“Slow down,
boy.” He waved out of the car window to slow thstref the army.

“Stop the car — stop the car!”

Packard brought the car to a halt.



“And put those fucking lights out. All of you!” Thieeadlights were
guenched. Behind, the rest of the entourage foliosuat.

A sudden dark. A sudden silence. There was notioitg seen or
heard in any direction. They'd disappeared, thelevbacophonous
tribe of demons had simply vanished into the dimnerical.

The desert vista brightened as their eyes becaous-domed to the
gleam of the moonlight. Eugene got out of the aHe, still at the
ready, and stared at the sand, willing it to explai

“Fuckers,” he said, very softly.

Lucy had stopped running. Now she was walking tolwaine line of
cars. It was all over by now. They had all beecked: the
disappearing act was a trump card no-one could aatieipated.

Then, she heard Aaron.

She couldn’t see him, but his voice was as clearladl; and like a
bell, it summoned. Like a bell, it rang out: thesai time of festival:
celebrate with us.

Eugene heard it too; he smiled. They were near alite

“Hey!” the boy’s voice said. “Where is he? You $em, Davidson?”
Davidson shook his head. Then —"Wait! Wait! | sdeght — look,
straight ahead awhile.”

“| see it.”

With exaggerated caution, Eugene motioned Davitismh into the
driver’s seat.



“Drive, boy. But slowly. And no lights.”

Davidson nodded. More jelly-fish for the spikingg thought; they
were going to get the bastards after all, and vdkat worth a little
risk? The convoy started up again, creeping forvedm snail's pace.

Lucy began to run once more: she could see thdignye of Aaron
now, standing on the lip of a slope that led uriiersand. The cars
were moving towards it.

Seeing them approaching, Aaron stopped his catldagan to walk
away, back down the slope. There was no need tioangilonger, they
were following for certain. His naked feet madersely a mark in the
soft-sanded incline that led away from the idio@éthe world. In the
shadows of the earth at the end of that slopégfing and smiling at
him, he could see his family.

“He’s going in,” said Davidson.

“Then follow the little bastard,” said Eugene. “Meeythe kid doesn’t
know what he’s doing. And get some light on him.”

The headlights illuminated Aaron. His clothes wier&tters, and his
body was slumped with exhaustion as he walked.

A few yards off to the right of the slope Lucy wia¢d as the lead car
drove over the lip of the earth and followed thg down, into—"No,”
she said to herself, “don’t.”

Davidson was suddenly scared. He began to slowahe

“Get on with it, boy.” Eugene jabbed the rifle ifis crotch again.
“We"ve got them cornered. We've got a whole negheim here. The
boy’s leading us right to them.”



The cars were all on the slope now, following teder, their wheels
slipping in the sand.

Aaron turned. Behind him, illuminated only by theogphorescence of
their own matter, the demons stood; a mass of isiplesgeometries.
All the attributes of Lucifer were spread among ltloelies of the
fathers. The extraordinary anatomies, the dreaspirgs of heads, the
scales, the skirts, the claws, the clippers.

Eugene brought the convoy to a halt, got out ofcdreand began to
walk towards Aaron.

“Thank you boy,” he said. “Come here — we’ll lociteat you now.
We’'ve got them. You're safe.”

Aaron stared at his father, uncomprehending.

The army was disgorging from the cars behind Eugeaglying their
weapons. A bazooka was being hurriedly assembledg¢lking of
rifles, a weighing-up of grenades.

“Come to Papa, boy,” Eugene coaxed.

Aaron didn’t move, so Eugene followed him a fewdgadeeper into
the ground. Davidson was out of the car now, stipkiom head to
foot.

“Maybe you should put down the rifle. Maybe he’'arsd,” he
suggested.

Eugene grunted, and let the muzzle of the riflgdrdew inches.

“You're safe,” said Davidson. “It's all right.”

“Walk towards us, boy. Slowly.”

Aaron’s face began to flush. Even in the decepigte of the
headlamps it was clearly changing colour. His ckeeére blowing up



like balloons, and the skin on his forehead waggimg as though his
flesh was full of maggots. His head seemed to figue become a
soup of shapes, shifting and blossoming like adithe facade of
boyhood broken as the father inside the son shawe@st and
unimaginable face.

Even as Aaron became his father’s son, the slogarb® soften.
Davidson felt it first: a slight shift in the textiof the sand, as though
an order had passed through it, subtle but allgsve.

Eugene could only gape as Aaron’s transformatianticoed, his
entire body now overtaken by the tremors of chahijebelly had
become distended and a harvest of cones buddedtfranich even
now flowered into dozens of coiled legs; the chamwgs marvellous in
its complexity, as out of the cradle of the boyibstance came new
glories.

Without warning Eugene raised his rifle and firédhia son.

The bullet struck the boy-demon in the middle &f flasice. Aaron fell
back, his transformation still taking its course®\as his blood, a
stream part scarlet, part silver, ran from his wbuno the liquefying
earth.

The geometries in the darkness moved out of hittirigelp the child.
The intricacy of their forms was simplified in tgkare of the
headlamps but they seemed, even as they appeaitszichanging
again: bodies becoming thin in their grief, a whaienourning like a
solid wall of sound from their hearts.

Eugene raised his rifle a second time, whoopirfgsavictory. He had
them. . . My God, he had them. Dirty, stinking,dtass flickers.

But the mud beneath his feet was like warm treaslg rose around
his shins, and when he fired he lost balance. Hed/ér assistance,
but Davidson was already staggering back up thgestait of the gully
fighting a losing battle against the rising miréelrest of the army
were similarly trapped, as the desert liquefieddadin them, and
glutinous mud began to creep up the slope.

The demons had gone: retreated into the dark, ldraent sunk away.



Eugene, flat on his back in the sinking sand, fo#dwo useless,
vehement shots into the darkness beyond AaronfsseoHe was
kicking like a hog with its throat cut, and withezy kick his body
sunk deeper. As his face disappeared beneath tehayust
glimpsed Lucy, standing at the edge of the slofeirgy down towards
Aaron’s body. Then the mire covered his face, dottddd him out.

The desert was upon them with lightning speed.

One or two of the cars were already entirely sulgedrand the tide of
sand climbing the slope was relentlessly catchpgvith the escapees.
Feeble cries for assistance ended with chokinga#e as mouths were
filled with desert; somebody was shooting at theugd in an

hysterical attempt to dam the flow, but it reachpdswiftly to snatch
every last one of them. Even Eleanor Kooker wasntte let free: she
struggled, cursing and pressing the thrashing leb@dycop deeper into
the sand in her frantic attempts to step out ofjgy.

There were universal howls now, as panicking mepegd and
grasped at each other for support, desperatelygitgi keep their heads
afloat in the sea of sand.

Davidson was buried up to his waist. The ground ¢daied about his
lower half was hot and curiously inviting. The macy of its pressure
had given him an erection. A few yards behind hioojp was
screaming blue murder as the desert ate him uphéfustill from him
he could see a face peering out from the seethimgng like a living
mask thrown on the earth. There was an arm closstitiyaving, as
it sank; a pair of fat buttocks was poking up frima silt sea like two
watermelons, a policeman’s farewell.

Lucy took one step backwards as the mud slightgrian the lip of
the gully, but it didn’t reach her feet. Nor, cursdy, did it dissipate
itself, as a water-wave might have done.

Like concrete, it hardened, fixing its living traph like flies in amber.
From the lips of every face that still took air amfresh cry of terror,
as they felt the desert floor stiffen around tls#iuggling limbs.

Davidson saw Eleanor Kooker, buried to breast-lelers were
pouring down her cheeks; she was sobbing likela birl. He scarcely



thought of himself. Of the East, of Barbara, of thddren, he thought
not at all.

The men whose faces were buried but whose limhsas of bodies,
still broke surface, were dead of asphyxiation bywnOnly Eleanor
Kooker, Davidson and two other men survived. Ons lweked in the
earth up to his chin, Eleanor was buried so theabheasts sat on the
ground, her arms were free to beat uselessly ajrthend that held her
fast. Davidson himself was held from his hips doAnd most
horribly, one pathetic victim was seen only by mise and mouth. His
head was tipped back into the ground, blinded bi.r&till he
breathed, still he screamed.

Eleanor Kooker was scrabbling at the ground with taails, but this
was not loose sand. It was immovable.

“Get help,” she demanded of Lucy, hands bleeding.

The two women stared at each other.

“Jesus God!” screamed the Mouth.

The Head was silent: by his glazed look it was eguahat he’'d lost
his mind.

“Please help us . . .” pleaded Davidson’s Torset¢k help.”

Lucy nodded.

“Go!” demanded Eleanor Kooker. “Go!”

Numbly, Lucy obeyed. Already there was a glimmedaivn in the
east. The air would soon be blistering. In Welcothege hours walk
away, she would find only old men, hysterical wonaex children.
She would have to summon help from perhaps fiftgsndistance.
Even assuming she found her way back. Even asswshmdidn’t
collapse exhausted to the sand and die.



It would be noon before she could fetch help toweenan, to the
Torso, to the Head, to the Mouth. By that timewlhlelerness would
have had the best of them. The sun would havedtikr brain-pans
dry, snakes would have nested in their hair, thezérds would have
hooked out their helpless eyes.

She glanced round once more at their trivial fordvgarfed by the
bloody sweep of the dawn sky. Little dots and commfehuman pain
on a blank sheet of sand; she didn’t care to tbirtke pen that wrote
them there. That was for tomorrow.

After a while, she began to run.

NEW MURDER IN THE RUE MORGUE

WINTER, LEWIS DECIDED, was no season for old meheBnow
that lay five inches thick on the streets of PAonge him to the
marrow. What had been a joy to him as a child wasg a curse. He
hated it with all his heart; hated the snowballthgdren (squeals,
howls, tears); hated, too, the young lovers, etgbe caught in a
flurry together (squeals, kisses, tears). It wasourfortable and
tiresome, and he wished he was in Fort Lauderddiere the sun
would be shining.

But Catherine’s telegram, though not explicit, lhagn urgent, and the
ties of friendship between them had been unbro&etht best part of
fifty years. He was here for her, and for her beotRhillipe. However
thin his blood felt in this ice land, it was fodliso complain. He'd
come at a summons from the past, and he would ¢@awve as swiftly,
and as willingly, if Paris had been burning.

Besides, it was his mother’s city. She’d been mwrithe Boulevard
Diderot, back in a time when the city was untrametkby free-
thinking architects and social engineers. Now evieng Lewis
returned to Paris he steeled himself for anothseckation. It was
happening less of late, he’d noticed. The recedsi@urope made



governments less eager with their bulldozers. Bllitygear after year,
more fine houses found themselves rubble. Whoéetstrsometimes,
gone to ground.

Even the Rue Morgue.

There was, of course, some doubt as to whethemtfaamhous street
had ever existed in the first place, but as hissyadvanced Lewis had
seen less and less purpose in distinguishing betveet and fiction.
That great divide was for young men, who still hadeal with life.
For the old (Lewis was 73), the distinction wasdmeaic. What did it
matter what was true and what was false, whatareéwhat invented?
In his head all of it, the half-lies and the tryth®&re one continuum of
personal history.

Maybe the Rue Morgue had existed, as it had beseribed in Edgar
Allan Poe’s immortal story; maybe it was pure intiem. \Whichever,
the notorious street was no longer to be found orap of Paris.

Perhaps Lewis was a little disappointed not to Hauad the Rue
Morgue. After all, it was part of his heritagethe stories he had been
told as a young boy were correct, the events desttiin the Murders
in the Rue Morgue had been narrated to Poe by Legiandfather. It
was his mother’s pride that her father had met Ribde traveling in
America. Apparently his grandfather had been aeglobtter, unhappy
unless he visited a new town every week. And iniilmiger of 1835 he
had been in Richmond, Virginia. It was a bitter t&m perhaps not
unlike the one Lewis was presently suffering, and night the
grandfather had taken refuge in a bar in Richmdhere, with a
blizzard raging outside, he had met a small, dakdancholy young
man called Eddie. He was something of a local c#ledpparently,
having written a tale that had won a competitiothig Baltimore
Saturday Visitor. The tale was MS found in a bodihel the haunted
young man was Edgar Allan Poe.

The two had spent the evening together, drinking, (¢his is how the
story went, anyway) Poe had gently pumped Lewigsdfather for
stories of the bizarre, of the occult and of thelmch The worldly-
wise traveler was glad to oblige, pouring out badi@-or-not
fragments that the writer later turned into The Myg of Marie Roget
and The Murders in the Rue Morgue. In both thosaest, peering out
from between the atrocities, was the peculiar geoftC. Auguste
Dupin.



C. Auguste Dupin. Poe’s vision of the perfect ditec calm, rational
and brilliantly perceptive. The narratives in whiod appeared rapidly
became well-known, and through them Dupin becaffietianal
celebrity, without anyone in America knowing thaifgn was a real
person.

He was the brother of Lewis’s grandfather. Lewgg'sat uncle was C.
Auguste Dupin.

And his greatest case — the Murders in the Rue Morgthey too
were based on fact. The slaughters that occurrétkistory had
actually taken place. Two women had indeed beetalbykilled in the
Rue Morgue. They were, as Poe had written, Madaigplanaye and
her daughter Mademoiselle Camille L’Espanaye. Batinen of good
reputation, who lived quiet and unsensational l[Ng&s much more
horrible then to find those lives so brutally chbg. The daughter’'s
body had been thrust up the chimney; the bodyehtbther was
discovered in the yard at the back of the housethneat cut with such
savagery that her head was all but sawn off. Naags motive could
be found for the murders, and the mystery furttfempgned when all
the occupants of the house claimed to have hearddice of the
murderer speaking in a different language. The ¢frevan was certain
the voice had spoken Spanish, the Englishman hadl li&erman, the
Dutchman thought it was French. Dupin, in his iriiggdions, noted
that none of the witnesses actually spoke the laggthey claimed to
have heard from the lips of the unseen murderecdteluded that the
language was no language at all, but the wordleg®\of a wild beast.

An ape in fact, a monstrous orang-outang from thet Ehdian Islands.
Its tawny hairs had been found in the grip of #ansMadame
L’Espanaye. Only its strength and agility madeappalling fate of
Mademoiselle L’Espanaye plausible. The beast hémhbed to a
Maltese sailor, had escaped, and run riot in tbedy apartment on
the Rue Morgue.

That was the bones of the story.

Whether true or not the tale held a great romaymeal for Lewis. He
liked to think of his great uncle logically pacihgs way through the
mystery, undistressed by the hysteria and horiaurat him. He
thought of that calm as essentially European; lggianto a lost age in
which the light of reason was still valued, andwwest horror that
could be conceived of was a beast with a cut-thaadr.



Now, as the twentieth century ground through is$ ¢puarter, there
were far greater atrocities to be accounted focahmitted by human
beings. The humble orang--outang had been invéstiday
anthropologists and found to be a solitary herlayquiet and
philosophical. The true monsters were far less iggrpaand far more
powerful. Their weapons made razors look pitifbkit crimes were
vast. In some ways Lewis was almost glad to beantticlose to
leaving the century to its own devices. Yes, theasfroze his marrow.
Yes, to see a young girl with a face of a goddestessly stirred his
desires. Yes, he felt like an observer now instdaa participator.

But it had not always been that way.

In 1937, in the very room at number eleven, QudBderbon, where
he now sat, there had been experience enough.Wwasistill a
pleasure-dome in those days, studiously ignorimgowrs of war, and
preserving, though at times the strain told, amBaweet naiveté.
They had been careless then; in both senses wfdit living endless
lives of perfect leisure.

It wasn’t so of course. The lives had not beenqotror endless. But
for a time — a summer, a month, a day — it had sekenothing in the
world would change.

In half a decade Paris would burn, and its plagtult, which was true
innocence, would be soiled permanently. They hattsmany days
(and nights) in the apartment Lewis now occupieahderful times;
when he thought of them his stomach seemed towithéhe loss.

His thoughts turned to more recent events. To les Nork
exhibition, in which his series of paintings chrdimg the damnation
of Europe had been a brilliant critical successth&tage of seventy-
three Lewis Fox was a feted man. Articles were dp&iritten in every
art periodical. Admirers and buyers had sprungkgrmushrooms
overnight, eager to purchase his work, to talk with, to touch his
hand. All too late, of course. The agonies of ¢cogatvere long over,
and he’d put down his brushes for the last time frears ago. Now,
when he was merely a spectator, his critical tribmepemed like a
parody: he viewed the circus from a distance witmething
approaching distaste.

When the telegram had come from Paris, begginbifassistance, he
had been more than pleased to slip away from tigeaf imbeciles
mouthing his praise.



Now he waited in the darkening apartment, watchivegsteady flow
of cars across the Pont Louis-Phillipe, as tiredsiRans began the trek
home through the snow. Their horns blared; thegirees coughed and
growled; their yellow fog lamps made a ribbon ghli across the
bridge.

Still Catherine didn’t come.

The snow, which had held off for most of the dagisweginning to
fall again, whispering against the window. Theftcaflowed across
the Seine, the Seine flowed under the traffic. Nigh. At last, he
heard footsteps in the hail; exchanged whisperis thid housekeeper.

It was Catherine. At last, it was Catherine.

He stood up and stared at the door, imaginingenop before it
opened, imagining her in the doorway.

“Lewis, my darling —”

She smiled at him; a pale smile on a paler face.l&bked older than
he’d expected. How long was it since he’'d seen ket years or
five? Her fragrance was the same as she always aodeat reassured
Lewis with its permanence. He kissed her cold chdigktly.

“You look well,” he lied.

“No I don't,” she said. “If | look well it's an indt to Phillipe. How can
| be well when he’s in such trouble?”

Her manner was brisk, and forbidding, as always.

She was three years his senior, but she treatedateacher would a
recalcitrant child. She always had: it was her whgeing fond.

Greetings over, she sat down beside the windowngtaut over the
Seine. Small grey ice-floes floated under the &jdgcking and



revolving in the current. The water looked deadkythough its
bitterness could crush the breath out of you.

“What trouble is Phillipe in?”

“He’s accused of—"

A tiny hesitation. A flicker of an eyelid.

“— murder.”

Lewis wanted to laugh; the very thought was prejeosts. Phillipe
was sixty-nine years old, and as mild-manneredlashb.

“It's true, Lewis. | couldn’t tell you by telegramypu understand. | had
to say it myself. Murder. He’s accused of murder.”

“Who?”

“A girl, of course. One of his fancy women.”

“He still gets around, does he?”

“We used to joke he’d die on a woman, remember?”

Lewis half-nodded.

“She was nineteen. Natalie Perec. Quite an educate@dpparently.
And lovely. Long red hair. You remember how Ph#lijpved
redheads?”

“Nineteen? He has nineteen year olds?”

She didn’t reply. Lewis sat down, knowing his pacaf the room
irritated her. In profile she was still beautifahd the wash of yellow-



blue through the window softened the lines on heefmagically
erasing fifty years of living.

“Where is he?”

“They locked him up. They say he’s dangerous. T$ayhe could kill
again.”

Lewis shook his head. There was a pain at his &esnplhich might go
if he could only close his eyes.

“He needs to see you. Very badly.”

But maybe sleep was just an escape. Here was soigetren he
couldn’t be a spectator to.

Phillipe Laborteaux stared at Lewis across the,ls@red table, his
face weary and lost. They had greeted each othgmotin
handshakes; all other physical contact was striotlyidden.

“l am in despair,” he said. “She’s dead. My Nataielead.”

“Tell me what happened.”

“I have a little apartment in Montmartre. In theeRdes Martyrs. Just a
room really, to entertain friends. Catherine alwkgsps number 11 so
neat, you know, a man can’t spread himself outalMatised to spend
a lot of time with me there: everyone in the hokisew her. She was
so good natured, so beautiful. She was studyimgy toto Medical
School. Bright. And she loved me.”

Phillipe was still handsome. In fact, as the fashiolooks came full
circle his elegance, his almost dashing face, hisitried charm were
the order of the day. A breath of a lost age, gesha



“I went out on Sunday morning: to the patisseriadAvhen | came
back. . .”

The words failed him for a moment.

“Lewis...”

His eyes filled with tears of frustration. This wasdifficult for him
his mouth refused to make the necessary sounds.

“Don’'t —” Lewis began.

“l want to tell you, Lewis. | want you to know, lamt you to see her as
| saw her — so you know what there is. . . there iswhat there is in
the world.”

The tears ran down his face in two graceful rivailéte gripped Lewis’
hand in his, so tightly it ached.

“She was covered in blood. In wounds. Skin tornhafii torn out. Her
tongue was on the pillow, Lewis.

Imagine that. She’d bitten it off in her terrorwas just lying on the
pillow. And her eyes, all swimming in blood, likeesd wept blood.
She was the dearest thing in all creation, Lewhe Was beautiful.”

“No more.”

“l want to die, Lewis.”

“No.”

“I don’t want to live now. There’s no point.”

“They won't find you guilty.”



“l don't care, Lewis. You must look after Catherimew. | read about
the exhibition —"

He almost smiled.

“— Wonderful for you. We always said, didn’'t we?dre the war,
you'd be the one to be famous, I'd be —”

The smile had gone.

“— notorious. They say terrible things about me nowhe
newspapers. An old man going with young girls, gea, that doesn’t
make me very wholesome. They probably think | fogttemper
because | couldn’t perform with her. That's whagytlhink, I'm
certain.” He lost his way, halted, began again.Youst look after
Catherine. She’s got money, but no friends. Shedscbol, you see.
Too hurt inside; and that makes people wary of ¥ieu have to stay
with her.”

“I shall.”

“I know. | know. That's why | feel happy, reallyg just...”

“No, Phillipe.”

“Just die. There’s nothing left for us, Lewis. Twerld’s too hard.”

Lewis thought of the snow, and the ice-floes, aaadl the sense in
dying.

The officer in charge of the investigation was ld& helpful, though
Lewis introduced himself as a relative of the este@ Detective
Dupin. Lewis’s contempt for the shoddily-dressed®ed, sitting in his
cluttered hole of an office, made the interviewckta with suppressed
anger.



“Your friend,” the Inspector said, picking at theaar cuticle of his
thumb, “is a murderer, Monsieur Fox. It is as siengé that. The
evidence is overwhelming.”

“| can't believe that.”

“Believe what you like to believe, that's your pogative. We have all
the evidence we need to convict Phillipe Laborteaiuxiurder in the
first degree. It was a cold-blooded killing andwi# be punished to
the full extent of the law. This is my promise.”

“What evidence do you have against him?”

“Monsieur Fox; | am not beholden to you. What eviciewe have is
our business. Suffice it to say that no other pergas seen in the
house during the time that the accused claims Iseatveome fictional
patisserie; and as access to the room in whichebeased was found
is only possible by the stairs —"

“What about a window?”

“A plain wall: three flights up. Maybe an acrobatt acrobat might do
it.”

“And the state of the body?”

The Inspector made a face. Disgust.

“Horrible. Skin and muscle stripped from the boAk the spine
exposed. Blood; much blood.”

“Phillipe is seventy.”

HSO?H

“An old man would not be capable —”



“In other respects,” the Inspector interrupted, Seems to have been
quite capable, oui? The lover, yes? The passidoate: he was
capable of that.”

“And what motive would you claim he had?”

His mouth scalloped, his eyes rolled and he tajyedhest.

“Le coeur humain,” he said, as if despairing ofsgain affairs of the
heart. “Le coeur humain, quel mystere, n'est-c&pand exhaling the
stench of his ulcer at Lewis, he proffered the opeor.

“Merci, Monsieur Fox. | understand your confusionj? But you are
wasting your time. A crime is a crime. It is readit like your
paintings.”

He saw the surprise on Lewis’s face.

“Oh, I am not so uncivilized as not to know youpugation, Monsieur
Fox. But | ask you, make your fictions as best gan; that is your
genius, oui? Mine; to investigate the truth.”

Lewis couldn’t bear the weasel’'s cant any longer.

“Truth?” he snapped back at the Inspector. “You Mot know the
truth if you tripped over it.”

The weasel looked as though he’d been slappedanitét fish.

It was precious little satisfaction; but it madenlie feel better for at
least five minutes.

The house on the Rue des Martyrs was not in gooditton, and
Lewis could smell the damp as he climbed to tllke lfoom on the
third floor. Doors opened as he passed, and imguishispers ushered
him up the stairs, but nobody tried to stop hime Ttom where the



atrocity had happened was locked. Frustrated, dkmowing how or
why it would help Phillipe’s case to see the irgenf the room, he
made his way back down the stairs and into therxiir.

Catherine was back at the Quai de Bourbon. As asdrewis saw her
he knew there was something new to hear. Her gagywas loosed
from the bun she favoured wearing, and hung unedaad her
shoulders. Her face was a sickly yellow-grey byl#meplight. She
shivered, even in the clogged air of the centrafigted apartment.

“What's wrong?” he asked.

“I went to Phillipe’s apartment.”

“So did I. It was locked.”

“I have the key: Phillipe’s spare key. | just wahte pick up a few
clothes for him.”

Lewis nodded.

“And?”

“Somebody else was there.”

“Police?”

“No.”

“Who?”

“I couldn’t see. | don’t know exactly. He was dredsn a big coat,
scarf over his face. Hat. Gloves.” She paused. Ttenhad a razor,
Lewis.”

“A razor?”



“An open razor, like a barber.”

Something jangled in the back of Lewis Fox’s mind.

An open razor; a man dressed so well he couldnfebegnized.

“I was terrified.”

“Did he hurt you?” She shook her head. “I screaued he ran away.”

“Didn’t say anything to you?”

“No.”

“Maybe a friend of Phillipe’s?”

“I know Phillipe”s friends.”

“Then of the girl. A brother.”

“Perhaps. But —"

“What?”

“There was something odd about him. He smelt ofypee, stank of it,
and he walked with such mincing little steps, etheugh he was
huge.”

Lewis put his arm around her.

“Whoever it was, you scared them off. You just miiggjo back there.
If we have to fetch clothes for Phillipe, I'll glpdgo.”



“Thank you. | feel a fool: he may have just stundbile Come to look
at the murder-chamber. People do that, don't tii@yt?of some
morbid fascination. . .”

“Tomorrow I'll speak to the Weasel.”

“Weasel?”

“Inspector Marais. Have him search the place.”

“Did you see Phillipe?”

“Yes.”

“Is he well?”

Lewis said nothing for a long moment.

“He wants to die, Catherine. He’s given up fightalgeady, before he
goes to trial.”

“But he didn’t do anything.”

“We can't prove that.”

“You're always boasting about your ancestors. Ylaessed Dupin.
You prove it. . ."

“Where do | start?”

“Speak to some of his friends, Lewis. Please. Maibevoman had
enemies.”



Jacques Solal stared at Lewis through his rounkikdedpectacles, his
irises huge and distorted through the glass. Hetlaagorse for too
much cognac.

“She hadn’t got any enemies,” he said, “not hern@ybe a few
women jealous of her beauty. . .”

Lewis toyed with the wrapped cubes of sugar thdtdwane with his
coffee. Solal was as uninformative as he was drbakunlikely as it
seemed Catherine had described the runt acrosaltleeas Phillipe’s
closest friend.

“Do you think Phillipe murdered her?”

Solal pursed his lips.

“Who knows?”

“What's your instinct?”

“Ah; he was my friend. If | knew who had killed hiewould say so.”

It seemed to be the truth. Maybe the little man smgply drowning
his sorrows in cognac.

“He was a gentlemen,” Solal said, his eyes driftmgards the street.
Through the steamed glass of the Brasserie windawelParisians
were struggling through the fury of another blizzarainly attempting
to keep their dignity and their posture in theliedta gale.

“A gentleman,” he said again.

“And the girl?”

“She was beautiful, and he was in love with hee Bad other
admirers, of course. A woman like her —"



“Jealous admirers?”

“Who knows?”

Again: who knows? The inquiry hung on the air l&kehrug. Who
knows? Who knows? Lewis began to understand thpettsr’s

passion for truth. For the first time in ten yepeshaps a goal appeared
in his life; an ambition to shoot this indifferémtho knows?’ out of

the air. To discover what had happened in that ronrthe Rue des
Martyrs. Not an approximation, not a fictionalizectount, but the
truth, the absolute, unquestionable truth.

“Do you remember if there were any particular mdrovancied her?”
he asked.

Solal grinned. He only had two teeth in his lowaew

“Oh yes. There was one.”

“Who?”

“I never knew his name. A big man: | saw him outside house three
or four times. Though to smell him you’d have thbug-"

He made an unmistakable face that implied he thiotlhghman was
homosexual. The arched eyebrows and the pursethpe him look
doubly ridiculous behind the thick spectacles.

“He smelt?”

“Oh yes.”

“Of what?”

“Perfume, Lewis. Perfume.”



Somewhere in Paris there was a man who had knosvgithPhillipe
loved. Jealous rage had overcome him. In a fitngbuatrollable anger
he had broken into Phillipe’s apartment and slagigut the girl. It was
as clear as that.

Somewhere in Paris.

“Another cognac?”

Solal shook his head.

“Already I'm sick,” he said.

Lewis called the waiter across, and as he did seye alighted on a
cluster of newspaper clippings pinned behind the ba

Solal followed his gaze.

“Phillipe: he liked the pictures,” he said.

Lewis stood up.

“He came here, sometimes, to see them.”

The cuttings were old, stained and fading. Somewegsumably of
purely local interest. Accounts of a fireball séea nearby street.
Another about a boy of two burned to death in bis ©ne concerned
an escaped puma; one, an unpublished manuscriintilyaud; a third
(accompanied by a photograph) detailed casuattiagplane crash at
Orleans airport. But there were other cuttings smone far older than
others. Atrocities, bizarre murders, ritual rapasadvertisement for
‘Fantomas’, another for Cocteau’s ‘La Belle et Let®. And almost
buried under this embarrassment of bizarreries,ansepia photograph
so absurd it could have come from the hand of MassiEA half-ring
of well-dressed gentlemen, many sporting the thckistaches
popular in the eighteen-nineties, were groupedratdhe vast,
bleeding bulk of an ape, which was suspended fgdatisfrom a
lamppost. The faces in the picture bore expressibnaute pride; of
absolute authority over the dead beast, which Lelearly recognized
as a gorilla. Its inverted head had an almost nolble death. Its brow



was deep and furrowed, its jaw, though shatterea fearsome
wound, was thinly bearded like that of a patriciamd its eyes, rolled
back in its head, seemed full of concern for theseiless world. They
reminded Lewis, those rolling eyes, of the Weasdlis hole, tapping
his chest.

“Le coeur humain.”

Pitiful.

“What is that?” he asked the acne-ridden barmaimt{ing at the
picture of the dead gorilla.

A shrug was the reply: indifferent to the fate acémmand apes.

“Who knows?” said Solal at his back. “Who knows?”

It was not the ape of Poe’s story, that was cerfat tale had been
told in 1835, and the photograph was far more re@ssides, the ape
in the picture was a gorilla: clearly a gorilla.

Had history repeated itself? Had another ape,fardiit species but an
ape nevertheless, been loosed on the streetsisfd®dine turn of the
century?

And if so, if the story of the ape could repeaglitence why not
twice?

As Lewis walked through the freezing night backhe apartment at
the Quai de Bourbon, the imagined repetition oihév&ecame more
attractive; and now further symmetry presentedfiteehim. Was it
possible that he, the great nephew of C. Augusiar)unight become
involved in another pursuit, not entirely dissimifeom the first?

The key to Phillipe’s room at the Rue des Martyesucy in Lewis’s
hand, and though it was now well past midnight txédn’t help but
turn off at the bridge and make his way up the Beatd de



Sebastopol, west on to Boulevard Bonne-Nouvelle tiorth again
towards the Place Pigalle. It was a long, exhagstidge, but he felt
in need of the cold air, to keep his head cleamobtionalism. It took
him an hour and a half to reach the Rue des Martyrs

It was Saturday night, and there was still a loh@e in a number of
the rooms. Lewis made his way up the two flightgjaigtly as he
could, his presence masked by the din. The keytueasily, and the
door swung open.

Street lights illuminated the room. The bed, whicminated the
space, was bare. Presumably sheets and blankebebadaken away
for forensic tests. The eruption of blood onto iettress was a
mulberry colour in the gloom. Otherwise, there wassign of the
violence the room had witnessed.

Lewis reached for the light switch, and snappehitNothing
happened. He stepped deeply into the room andist@rat the light
fixture. The bulb was shattered.

He half thought of retreating, of leaving the rotomdarkness, and
returning in the morning when there were fewer shad But as he
stood under the broken bulb his eyes began togtaeregloom a little
better, and he began to make out the shape ofj@ teak chest of
drawers along the far wall. Surely it was a matfea few minutes
work to find a change of clothes for Phillipe. Qtuise he would have
to return the next day; another long journey thiotige snow. Better to
do it now, and save his bones.

The room was large, and had been left in chaokdpolice. Lewis
stumbled and cursed as he crossed to the chestwérs, tripping
over a fallen lamp, and a shattered vase. Dowsstaé howls and
shrieks of a well-advanced party drowned any nbesenade. Was it
an orgy or a fight? The noise could have been eithe

He struggled with the top drawer of the teak chestl eventually
wrenched it open, ferreting in the depths for theelessentials of
Phillipe’s comfort: a clean undershirt, a pair o€ks, initialed
handkerchiefs, beautifully pressed.

He sneezed. The chilly weather had thickened ttertaon his chest
and the mucus in his sinuses. A handkerchief wasial, and he blew



his nose, clearing his blocked nostrils. For tihgt ime the smell of
the room came to him.

One odour predominated, above the damp, and tleevagetables.
Perfume, the lingering scent of perfume.

He turned into the darkened room, hearing his baresk, and his
eyes fell on the shadow behind the bed. A hugeashaal bulk that
swelled as it rose into view.

It was, he saw at once, the razor-wielding strangerwas here: in
waiting.

Curiously, Lewis wasn't frightened.

“What are you doing?” he demanded, in a loud, stnaice.

As he emerged from his hiding place the face okthenger came into
the watery light from the street; a broad, flattiead, flayed face. His
eyes were deep-set, but without malice; and heswaling, smiling
generously, at Lewis.

“Who are you?” Lewis asked again.

The man shook his head; shook his body, in fastgluved hands
gesturing around his mouth. Was he dumb? The spakithe head
was more violent now, as though he was about te hdit.

“Are you all right?”

Suddenly, the shaking stopped, and to his surpeges saw tears,
large, syrupy tears well up in the stranger’s ey@$roll down his
rough cheeks and into the bush of his beard.

As if ashamed of his display of feelings, the manméd away from the
light, making a thick noise of sobbing in his thraand exited. Lewis
followed, more curious about this stranger tharvoes of his
intentions.



“Wait!”

The man was already half-way down the first flighstairs, nimble
despite his build.

“Please wait, | want to talk to you,” Lewis begaowah the stairs after
him, but the pursuit was lost before it was startevis’ joints were
stiff with age and the cold, and it was late. Nodito be running after
a much younger man, along a pavement made lethiaio@ and snow.
He chased the stranger as far as the door andvigtehed him run off
down the street; his gait was mincing as Cathdratesaid. Almost a
waddle, ridiculous in a man so big.

The smell of his perfume was already snatched dwaiie north-east
wind. Breathless, Lewis climbed the stairs agaast phe din of the
party, to claim a set of clothes for Phillipe.

The next day Paris woke to a blizzard of unprectstieferocity. The
calls to Mass went unrequited, the hot Sunday samits went un-
bought, the newspapers lay unread on the vendaitts.~ew people
had either the nerve or the motive to step outsittethe howling gale.
They sat by their fires, hugging their knees, arehoht of spring.

Catherine wanted to go to the prison to visit iell but Lewis

insisted that he go alone. It was not simply the eeeather that made
him cautious on her behalf; he had difficult wotdsay to Phillipe,
delicate questions to ask him. After the previoight's encounter in
his room, he had no doubt that Phillipe had a ripedbably a
murderous rival. The only way to save Phillipefg lit seemed, was to
trace the man. And if that meant delving into Bbls sexual
arrangements, then so be it. But it wasn’t a casatern he, or Phillipe,
would have wanted to conduct in Catherine’s presenc

The fresh clothes Lewis had brought were seardhed, given to
Phillipe, who took them with a nod of thanks.

“I went to the house last night to fetch theseyiou.”



“Oh.”

“There was somebody in the room already.” Philsp@w muscle
began to churn, as he ground his teeth togethewdseavoiding
Lewis’s eyes.

“A big man, with a beard. Do you know him, or ofrt#”

“No.”

“Phillipe -”

“‘No!”

“The same man attacked Catherine,” Lewis said.

“What?” Phillipe had begun to tremble. “With a raZo

“Attacked her?” Phillipe said. “Are you sure?”

“Or was going to.”

“No! He would never have touched her. Never!”

“Who is it Phillipe? Do you know?”

“Tell her not to go there again; please, Lewis —S Eyes implored.
“Please, for God'’s sake tell her never to go tlagr@in. Will you do
that? Or you. Not you either.”

“Who is it?”

“Tell her.”



“I will. But you must tell me who this man is, Plipe.” He shook his
head, grinding his teeth together audibly now.

“You wouldn’t understand, Lewis. | couldn’t expeu to
understand.”

“Tell me; | want to help.”

“Just let me die.”

“Who is he?”

“Just let me die. . . | want to forget, why do ytoyito make me
remember? | want to —”

He looked up again: his eyes were bloodshot, atdinemed from
nights of tears. But now it seemed there were ncertears left in him;
just an arid place where there had been an hoeasof death, a love
of love, and an appetite for life. What met Lewigiges was a
universal indifference: to continuation, to selegervation, to feeling.

“She was a whore,” he suddenly exclaimed. His havete fists.
Lewis had never seen Phillipe make a fist in Hiés INow his nails bit
into the soft flesh of his palm until blood begarflow.

“Whore,” he said again, his voice too loud in thid cell.

“Keep your row down,” snapped the guard.

“A whore!” This time Phillipe hissed the accusatitmough teeth
exposed like those of an angry baboon.

Lewis could make no sense of the transformation.

“You began all this -” Phillipe said, looking stghit at Lewis, meeting
his eyes fully for the first time. It was a bit@ecusation, though Lewis
didn’t understand its significance.



“‘Me?”

“With your stories. With your damn Dupin.”

“Dupin?”

“It was all a lie: all stupid lies. Women, murder—"

“You mean the Rue Morgue story?”

“You were so proud of that, weren’t you? All thasky lies. None of
it was true.”

“Yes it was.”

“No. It never was, Lewis: it was a story, that’s Blupin, the Rue
Morgue, the murders. . .”

His voice trailed away, as though the next wordeewmsayable.

“The ape.”

Those were the words: the apparently unspeakaldespaken as
though each syllable had been cut from his throat.

“The ape.”

“What about the ape?”

“There are beasts, Lewis. Some of them are pitifiatus animals.
They have no brains; they are born victims. Themdlare others.”

“What others?”



“Natalie was a whore!” he screamed again, his &ygss saucers. He
took hold of Lewis’ lapels, and began to shake Hiwerybody else in
the little room turned to look at the two old menthey wrestled over
the table. Convicts and their sweethearts grinsedhallipe was
dragged off his friend, his words descending inttbherence and
obscenity as he thrashed in the warder’s grip.

“Whore! Whore! Whore!” was all he could say as timeyled him
back to his cell.

Catherine met Lewis at the door of her apartmem. \8as shaking and
tearful. Beyond her, the room was wrecked.

She sobbed against his chest as he comforteduteshe was
inconsolable. It was many years since he’d comfloate&zoman, and
he’d lost the knack of it. He was embarrassed austd soothing, and
she knew it. She broke away from his embrace, leapptouched.

“He was here,” she said.

He didn’t need to ask who. The stranger, the téaidzor-wielding
stranger.

“What did he want?”

“He kept saying ‘Phillipe’ to me. Almost saying grunting it more
than saying it: and when | didn’t answer he jusita®yed the furniture,
the vases. He wasn't even looking for anythingjusé wanted to make
a mess.”

It made her furious: the uselessness of the attack.

The apartment was in ruins. Lewis wandered thrabhghfragments of
porcelain and shredded fabric, shaking his heallisimind a
confusion of tearful faces: Catherine, Phillipes #tranger. Everyone
in his narrow world, it seemed, was hurt and broleareryone was
suffering; and yet the source, the heart of théesinly, was nowhere to
be found.



Only Phillipe had pointed an accusing finger: avlsshimself.

“You began all this.” Weren’t those his words? “yleegan all this.”

But how?

Lewis stood at the window. Three of the small pdares been cracked
by flying debris, and a wind was insinuating itsatb the apartment,
with frost in its teeth. He looked across at theetitickened waters of
the Seine; then a movement caught his eye. Hisastbriurned.

The full face of the stranger was turned up towireow, his
expression wild. The clothes he had always wormgeeccably were
in disarray, and the look on his face was of utiler despair, so
pitiful as to be almost tragic. Or rather, a parfance of tragedy: an
actor’s pain. Even as Lewis stared down at hinrsthenger raised his
arms to the window in a gesture that seemed tceltkgr forgiveness
or understanding, or both.

Lewis backed away from the appeal. It was too matihpo much.
The next moment the stranger was walking acrossdhdyard away
from the apartment. The mincing walk had detergganto a rolling
lope. Lewis uttered a long, low moan of recognitaanthe ill-dressed
bulk disappeared from view.

“Lewis?”

It wasn’t a man’s walk, that roll, that swaggemnwHts the gait of an
upright beast who’d been taught to walk, and noithout its master,
was losing the trick of it.

It was an ape.

Oh God, oh God, it was an ape.



“I have to see Phillipe Laborteaux.”

“I'm sorry, Monsieur; but prison visitors —”

“This is a matter of life and death, officer.”

“Easily said, Monsieur.”

Lewis risked a lie.

“His sister is dying. | beg you to have some corsjas”

“Oh...well...”

A little doubt. Lewis levered a little further. “few minutes only; to
settle arrangements.”

“Can't it wait until tomorrow?”

“She’ll be dead by morning.”

Lewis hated talking about Catherine in such a veagn for the
purpose of this deception, but it was necessaridaeto see Phillipe.
If his theory was correct, history might repeatlitbefore the night
was out.

Phillipe had been woken from a sedated sleep. yéis were circled
with darkness.

“What do you want?”

Lewis didn’t even attempt to proceed any furthethviis lie; Phillipe
was drugged as it was, and probably confused. tBesinfront him
with the truth, and see what came of it.

“You kept an ape, didn’t you?”



A look of terror crossed Phillipe’s face, slowedthg drugs in his
blood, but plain enough.

“Didn’t you?”

“Lewis. . .” Phillipe looked so very old.

“Answer me, Phillipe, | beg you: before it's toddaDid you keep an
ape?”

“It was an experiment, that’s all it was. An expeent.”

“Why?”

“Your stories. Your damn stories: | wanted to daewas true that
they were wild. | wanted to make a man of it.”

“Make a man of it.”

“And that whore. . .”

“Natalie.”

“She seduced it.”

Lewis felt sick. This was a convolution he hadmitieipated.

“Seduced it?”

“Whore,” Phillipe said, with infinite regret.

“Where is this ape of yours?”



“You'll kill it.”

“It broke into the apartment, while Catherine waesre. Destroyed
everything, Phillipe. It's dangerous now that ishreo master. Don’t
you understand?”

“Catherine?”

“No, She’s all right.”

“It’s trained: it wouldn’t harm her. It's watchecaeh in hiding. Come
and gone. Quiet as a mouse.”

“And the girl?”

“It was jealous.”

“So it murdered her?”

“Perhaps. | don’t know. | don’t want to think abatit

“Why haven’t you told them; had the thing destroyed

“I don’t know if it's true. It's probably all a fiton, one of your damn
fictions, just another story.”

A sour, wily smile crossed his exhausted face.

“You must know what | mean, Lewis. It could be argf couldn't it?
Like your tales of Dupin. Except that maybe | médeue for a while;
did you ever think of that? Maybe | made it true.”

Lewis stood up. It was a tired debate: reality éindion. Either a
thing was, or was not. Life was not a dream.

“Where is the ape?” he demanded.



Phillipe pointed to his temple.

“Here; where you can never find him,” he said, apdt in Lewis’
face. The spittle hit his lip, like a kiss.

“You don’t know what you did. You'll never know.”

Lewis wiped his lip as the warders escorted thegmer out of the
room and back to his happy drugged oblivion. Alickeald think of
now, left alone in the cold interview room, wasttRaillipe had it
easy. He’d taken refuge in pretended guilt, and#ddcimself away
where memory, and revenge, and the truth, the wilttauding truth,
could never touch him again. He hated Philliphat moment, with all
his heart. Hated him for the dilettante and thearahe’d always
known him to be. It wasn’t a more gentle world Bbé had created
around him; it was a hiding place, as much a lithassummer of
1937 had been. No life could be lived the way Hv'eld it without a
reckoning coming sooner or later; and here it was.

That night, in the safety of his cell, Phillipe weokt was warm, but he
was cold. In the utter dark he chewed at his wristd a pulse of
blood bubbled into his mouth. He lay back on hig,@d quietly
splashed and fountained away to death, out of sigthitout of mind.

The suicide was reported in a small article onsiheond page of Le
Monde. The big news of the following day howeveswze
sensational murder of a redheaded pros-titutdittieahouse off the
Rue de Rochechquant. Monique Zevaco had been fatuthdee
o’clock in the morning by her flat mate, her bodyai state so horrible
as to “defy description”.

Despite the alleged impossibility of the task, tedia set about
describing the indescribable with a morbid will. &y last scratch, tear
and gouging on Monique’s partially nude body —daéd, drooled Le
Monde, with a map of France — was chronicled iratdleAs indeed
was the appearance of her well-dressed, over-pedunurderer, who
had apparently watched her at her toilet througmall back window,
then broken in and attacked Mademoiselle Zevat¢wirbathroom.
The murderer had then fled down the stairs, bumipitegthe flat mate
who would minutes after discover Mademoiselle Zelamutilated
corpse. Only one commentator made any con-necttwmden the
murder at the Rue des Martyrs and the slaught®moé Zevaco; and



he failed to pick up on the curious coincidence tha accused
Phillipe Laborteaux had that same night taken his ife.

The funeral took place in a storm, the cortegeraglgs pitiful way
through the abandoned streets towards Montparnads¢he lashing
snow entirely blotting out the road ahead. Lewisnsth Catherine and
Jacques Solal as they laid Phillipe to rest. Ewewy of his circle had
deserted him, unwilling to attend the funeral su&ide and of a
suspected murderer. His wit, his good looks, Hisite capacity to
charm went for nothing at the end.

He was not, as it turned out, entirely unmournedtbgngers. As they
stood at the graveside, the cold cutting into thSolal sidled up to
Lewis and nudged him.

“What?”

“Over there. Under the tree.” Solal nodded beydmddraying priest.

The stranger was standing at a distance, almodehitly the marble
mausoleums. A heavy black scarf was wrapped atiedace, and a
wide-brimmed hat pulled down over his brow, butlhigk was
unmistakable. Catherine had seen him too. She hadsrgy as she
stood, wrapped round by Lewis’s embrace, not just wold, but with
fear. It was as though the creature was some marigdl, come to
hover a while, and enjoy the grief. It was grotesaqand eerie, that this
thing should come to see Phillipe consigned tditbeen earth. What
did it feel? Anguish? Guilt? Yes, did it feel g@ilt

It knew it had been seen, and it turned its bat&gling away.
Without a word to Lewis, Jacques Solal slipped afiam the grave in
pursuit. In a short while both the stranger andohissuer were erased
by the snow.

Back at the Quai de Bourbon Catherine and Lewis isaihing of the
incident. A kind of barrier had appeared betweemthforbidding
contact on any level but the most trivial. Thereswaa purpose in
analysis, and none in regrets. Phillipe was dehd.past, their past
together, was dead. This final chapter in themtjtives soured utterly
everything that preceded it, so that no shared mgowuld be enjoyed



without the pleasure being spoilt. Phillipe hadddmerribly, devouring
his own flesh and blood, perhaps driven mad byawkedge he
possessed of his own guilt and depravity. No innoeeno history of
joy could remain unstained by that fact. Silentigyt mourned the loss,
not only of Phillipe, but of their own past. Lewiaderstood now
Phillipe’s reluctance to live when there was swadslin the world.

Solal rang. Breathless after his chase, but elatdpoke in whispers
to Lewis, clearly enjoying the excitement.

“I'm at the Gare du Nord, and I've found out wheng friend lives.
I've found him, Lewis!”

“Excellent. I'll come straight away. I'll meet yan the steps of the
Gare du Nord. I'll take a cab: ten minutes.”

“It's in the basement of number sixteen, Rue desifsl. I'll see you
there —,

“Don’t go in, Jacques. Wait for me. Don't —"Theéphone clicked
and Solal was gone. Lewis reached for his coat.

“Who was that?”

She asked, but she didn’t want to know. Lewis spedgon his
overcoat and said: “Nobody at all. Don’t worry. bmwt be long.”

“Take your scarf,” she said, not glancing over $tevulder.

“Yes. Thank you.”

“You'll catch a chill.”

He left her gazing over the night-clad Seine, wiauglthe ice-floes
dance together on the black water.



When he arrived at the house on the Rue des Flgalal, was not to
be seen, but fresh footprints in the powdery sremhtd the front door
of number sixteen and then, foiled, went aroundoinek of the house.
Lewis followed them. As he stepped into the yardihe the house,
through a rotted gate that had been crudely fobgeHolal, he realized
he had come without a weapon. Best to go backapsrHind a
crowbar, a knife; something. Even as he was depatith himself, the
back door opened, and the stranger appeared, dnesisis now
familiar overcoat. Lewis flattened himself agaitist wall of the yard,
where the shadows were deepest, certain that hielWwewseen. But the
beast was about other business. He stood in thevdgavith his face
fully exposed, and for the first time, in the retied moonlight off the
snow, Lewis could see the creature’s physiognorainpl. Its face
was freshly shaved; and the scent of cologne wasgteven in the
open air. Its skin was pink as a peach, thougheai¢k one or two
places by a careless blade. Lewis thought of tle@-opzor it had
apparently threatened Catherine with. Was that whiusiness had
been in Phillipe’s room, the purloining of a goador? It was pulling
its leather gloves on over its wide, shaved hamadking small
coughing noises in its throat that sounded almkstgrunts of
satisfaction. Lewis had the impression that it waeparing itself for
the outside world; and the sight was touching ashmas intimidating.
All this thing wanted was to be human. It was aspirin its way, to
the model Phillipe had given it, had nurtured irNibw, deprived of its
mentor, confused and unhappy, it was attemptirfgde the world as it
had been taught to do. There was no way back.ftis ilays of
innocence had gone: it could never be an unambiti@ast again.
Trapped in its new persona, it had no choice babtdinue in the life
its master had awoken its taste for. Without glagen Lewis’
direction, it gently closed the door behind it andssed the yard, its
walk transforming in those few steps from a sinmalhto the mincing
waddle that it used to simulate humanity.

Then it was gone.

Lewis waited a moment in the shadows, breathinjashly. Every
bone in his body ached with cold now, and his Yeete numb. The
beast showed no sign of returning; so he ventun¢dfohis hiding
place and tried the door. It was not locked. Astepped inside a
stench struck him: the sickly sweet smell of roffient mingled with
the cloying cologne: the zoo and the boudoir.

He edged down a flight of slimy stone steps, and@h short, tiled
corridor towards a door. It too was unlocked; damelliare bulb inside
iluminated a bizarre scene.



On the floor, a large, somewhat thread-bare Persigret; sparse
furnishings; a bed, roughly covered with blanketd atained hessian;
a wardrobe, bulging with oversize clothes; discdrieit in
abundance, some trod-den into the floor; a budiiet] with straw
and stinking of droppings. On the wall, a largecdix. On the
mantelpiece a photograph of Catherine, Lewis anlligghtogether in
a sunlit past, smiling. At the sink, the creatus#igwving kit. Soap,
brush, razor. Fresh suds. On the dresser a piteoaty, left in careless
abundance beside a pile of hypodermics and a tiolteaf small
bottles. It was warm in the beast’s garret; perlibpdurnace for the
house roared in an adjacent cellar. Solal washewet

Suddenly, a noise.

Lewis turned to the door, expecting the ape talbed it, teeth bared,
eyes demonic. But he had lost all orientation;tbise was not from
the door but from the wardrobe. Behind the pilelothes there was a
movement.

“Solal”

Jacques Solal half fell out of the wardrobe, amadwfed across the
Persian carpet. His face was disfigured by oneviaund, so that it
was all but impossible to find any part of his teat that was still
Jacques.

The creature had taken hold of his lip and pullisdhiiuscle off his
bone, as though removing a balaclava.

His exposed teeth chattered away in nervous resgorsncoming
death; his limbs jangled and shook. But Jacquesalvaady gone.
These shudders and jerks were not signs of thargtersonality, just
the din of passing. Lewis knelt at Solal’'s sides, $stomach was strong.
During the war, being a conscientious objectoh&eé volunteered to
serve in the Military Hospital, and there were fiemnsformations of
the human body he had not seen in one combinatianather.
Tenderly, he cradled the body, not noticing theotdldHe hadn’t loved
this man, scarcely cared for him at all, but nohalwanted was to
take him away, out of the ape’s cage, and find dinuman grave.
He’d take the photograph too. That was too muchngithe beast a
photograph of the three friends together. It madehate Phillipe
more than ever.



He hauled the body off the carpet. It required @gatuan effort, and
the sultry heat in the room, after the chill of theside world, made
him dizzy. He could feel a jittering nervousnessim limbs. His body
was close to betraying him, he knew it; close tnfg, to losing its
coherence and collapsing.

Not here. In God’s name, not here.

Maybe he should go now, and find a phone. That evbelwise. Call
the police, yes. . . call Catherine, yes. . . ummhsomebody in the
house to help him. But that would mean leaving Uasdan the lair, for
the beast to assault again, and he had becomegdaitygmotective of
the corpse; he was unwilling to leave it aloneananguish of
confused feelings, unable to leave Jacques yetet@inove him far,
he stood in the middle of the room and did nottanhgll. That was
best; yes. Nothing at all. Too tired, too weak. iNiog at all was best.

The reverie went on interminably; the old man fixeyond movement
at the crux of his feelings, unable to go forwartbithe future, or back
into the soiled past. Unable to remember. Unabferiget.

Waiting, in a dreamy half-life, for the end of therld.

It came home noisily like a drunken man, and thendoof its opening
the outer door stirred Lewis into a slow respoiggh some difficulty
he hauled Jacques into the wardrobe, and hid therself, with the
faceless head in his lap.

There was a voice in the room, a woman'’s voice. iaywasn’t the

beast, after all. But no: through the crack ofwaedrobe door Lewis

could see the beast, and a red-haired young wortarhimn. She was
talking incessantly, the perpetual trivia of a sgghout mind.

“You've got more; oh you sweetie, oh you dear nthat's wonderful.
Look at all this stuff.”

She had pills in her hands and was swallowing thieensweets,
gleeful as a child at Christmas.



“Where did you get all this? OK, if you don’t waiattell me, It's fine
by me.”

Was this Phillipe’s doing too, or had the ape stdlee stuff for his
own purposes? Did he regularly seduce redheadetitptes with
drugs?

The girl’s grating babble was calming now, as tltis ppok effect,
sedating her, transporting her to a private wdrélvis watched,
entranced, as she began to undress.

“It's so. . . hot. . .in here.”

The ape watched, his back to Lewis. What expressicbthat shaved
face wear? Was there lust in its eyes, or doubt?

The girl's breasts were beautiful, though her bagg rather too thin.
The young skin was white, the nipples flower-piSke raised her
arms over her head and as she stretched the pgldbess rose and
flattened slightly. The ape reached a wide hartetdody and
tenderly plucked at one of her nipples, rollingetween dark-meat
fingers. The girl sighed.

“Shall | . . . take everything off?”

The monkey grunted.

“You don’t say much, do you?”

She shimmied out of her red skirt. Now she was ddke for a pair of
knickers. She lay on the bed stretching again,riakag in her body
and the welcome heat of the room, not even botgearook at her
admirer.

Wedged underneath Solal’'s body, Lewis began todieely again. His
lower limbs were now completely numb, and he hadkeetng in his
right arm, which was pressed against the backeWérdrobe, yet he
didn’t dare move. The ape was capable of anythiadgnew that. If he
was discovered what might it not choose to dojiodnd to the girl?



Every part of his body was now either nervelessyracked with pain.
In his lap Solal’s seeping body seemed to becoragitewith every
moment. His spine was screaming, and the backsafiétk pained him
as though pierced with hot knitting-needles. Thenggvas becoming
unbearable; he began to think he would die inghtbetic hiding
place, while the ape made love.

The girl sighed, and Lewis looked again at the Géxk ape had its
hand between her legs, and she squirmed beneatimittrations.

“Yes, oh yes,” she said again and again, as her lstvipped her
completely.

It was too much. The dizziness throbbed throughitevortex. Was
this death? The lights in the head, and the whirtke ears?

He closed his eyes, blotting out the sight of theets, but unable to
shut out the noise. It seemed to go on forevegdmg his head. Sighs,
laughter, little shrieks.

At last, darkness.

Lewis woke on an invisible rack; his body had besenched out of
shape by the limitations of his hiding-place. Heked up. The door of
the wardrobe was open, and the ape was staring dbtim, its mouth
attempting a grin. It was naked; and its body wamat entirely
shaved. In the cleft of its immense chest a sn@d grucifix glinted.
Lewis recognized the jewellery immediately. He badght it for
Phillipe in the Champs Elysees just before the Wakv it nestled in a
tuft of reddish-orange hair. The beast profferdzhiad to Lewis, and he
automatically took it. The coarse-palmed grip hduien from under
Solal's body. He couldn’t stand straight. His legsre rubbery, his
ankles wouldn’t support him. The beast took holdhiof, and steadied
him. His head spinning, Lewis looked down into weadrobe, where
Solal was lying, tucked up like a baby in its worfdze to the wall.

The beast closed the door on the corpse, and hefpeid to the sink,
where he was sick.



“Phillipe?” He dimly realized that the woman wasl $tere: in the bed:
just woken after a night of love.

“Phillipe: who's this?” She was scrabbling for pithn the table beside
the bed. The beast sauntered across and snatamdrtm her hands.

“Ah.. . Phillipe. . . please. Do you want me towith this one as well?
| will if you want. Just give me back the pills.”

She gestured towards Lewis.

“I don’t usually go with old men.”

The ape growled at her. The expression on herdiaaeged, as though
for the first time she had an inkling of what tjukn was. But the
thought was too difficult for her drugged mind, et let it go.

“Please, Phillipe. . .” she whimpered.

Lewis was looking at the ape. It had taken the @iyatph from the
mantelpiece. Its dark nail was on Lewis’ pictutevas smiling. It
recognized him, even though forty-odd years hadthddaso much life
from him.

“Lewis,” it said, finding the word quite easy toysa

The old man had nothing in his stomach to vomidl ao harm left to
feel. This was the end of the century, he shouldebdy for anything.
Even to be greeted as a friend of a friend by Haved beast that
loomed in front of him. It would not harm him, hedw that. Probably
Phillipe had told the ape about their lives togetheade the creature
love Catherine and himself as much as it had adehgtipe.

“Lewis,” it said again, and gestured to the wom@ow sitting open-
legged on the bed) offering her for his pleasure.

Lewis shook his head.



In and out, in and out, part fiction, part fact.

It had come to this; offered a human woman bynhised ape. It was
the last, God help him, the very last chapter enftttion his great
uncle had begun. From love to murder back to Igama The love of
an ape for a man. He had caused it, with his dredrfistional heroes,
steeped in absolute reason. He had coaxed Philipenaking real the
stories of a lost youth. He was to blame. Not gaer strutting ape,
lost between the jungle and the Stock ExchangePhilipe, wanting
to be young forever; certainly not cold Catheriwbp after tonight
would be completely alone. It was him. His the @jrhis the guilt, his
the punishment.

His legs had regained a little feeling, and he hdgastagger to the
door.

“Aren’t you staying?” said the red-haired woman.

“This thing. . .” he couldn’t bring himself to nantige animal.

“You mean Phillipe?”

“He isn’t called Phillipe,” Lewis said. “He’s noven human.”

“Please yourself,” she said, and shrugged.

To his back, the ape spoke, saying his name. Batithe, instead of it
coming out as a sort of grunt-word, its simian fataught Phillipe’s
inflexion with unnerving accuracy, better than thest skilful of
parrots. It was Phillipe’s voice, perfectly.

“Lewis,” it said.

Not pleading. Not demanding. Simply naming, for pheasure of
naming, an equal.



The passers-by who saw the old man clamber oretpdhapet of the
Pont du Carrousel stared, but made no attempopolsin jumping. He
teetered a moment as he stood up straight, thelmgpitover into the
threshing, churning ice-water.

One or two people wandered to the other side obtluge to see if the
current had caught him: it had. He rose to theas@xfhis face blue-
white and blank as a baby’s, then some intricatly sdatched at his
feet and pulled him under. The thick water closeer dis head and
churned on.

“Who was that?” somebody asked.

“Who knows?”

It was a clear-heaven day; the last of the wintemsw had fallen, and
the thaw would begin by noon. Birds, exulting ie gudden sun,
swooped over the Sacré Coeur. Paris began to wnfidrespring, its
virgin white too spoiled to be worn for long.

In mid-morning, a young woman with red hair, hendinked in that
of a large ugly man, took a leisurely stroll to gteps of the Sacre
Coeur. The sun blessed them. Bells rang.

It was a new day.



